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LCBBD SONOS have prored a aolnae to the 
■ormvful, itarj a comfort (o ths waaij, ' in 
Ibe house of CArir pili^miige ;' but there 
ire few modeni compoaitioaB worthy of the 
luoe. Religion seema a theme too rut 
fbr the lugheat poelia inspiration, aput from the 
dime; henoe liie groatust niaal«rB of madern veniU 
Ii»»e in tain eswijed (he Bacred Ljre. With a few 
t^markahle eiFOptiuDS, tlie most di«tingaiahed British 
poete have failed while att^npting epintoal themes, 
or hare sacceedad only in proJuciDg one or two pieces 
worthy of their Mnee. Often id proiiortioii to the 
ferronr of the writer, or the eamcstne=s of hii 
Kntimenls, has hie poetry heen lockiog in the eeBCotiat 
elements of strength and power. In this little work 
W attempt has been mode— and the Bdltor hopes, 
"itli Bome meaanre of ancneBS— to present, in n con- 
Tenient and portnblo form, the gems of Dritieh Sacred 
Minstrelsy. The Editor has culled from a wide field ; 
ud, in making hia seleetioan, he has acrupnlonsty 
»*oided saorifidng poetty tor «ntiment, or adopting 



VI 



INDEX OF ATTTHORS. 



Perry) Frederick J., . 
Pope^ Alexander, . 

BaffleSjT., D.D., LLD, 
Raid, William, . 
Rogers, Henry, 

Soott, Sir Walter, . 
Sillery, Charles Doyne, 
Simpson, Jane C, . 
Sindair, William, . 
Small, James G., . 
Southey, Robert, 
Stirling. William, . 
BtaweUf Hugh, . 
Swain, Charlee, 
Symington, Andrew J., 



Pa«e 




rtfi 


289 


Taylor, Bayud, . 


223 


. 7 


Thomson, Jamet^ 


83 




Trench, R. C, 


267 


., 141 


Tapper, Martin F., . 


199 


288 






. 180 


Vedder, David,' . 


115 


e7 


Wardlaw, Ralph, D.D., 


81 


181 


Watts, Alaric A., . 


166 


. 262 


Watts, Isaac, D.D., . 


18 


196 


Weir, Daniel, 


122 


. 267 


Wesley, Charles, 
White, Henry Kirke, 


81 


76 


98 


. 276 


Wilson, John, 


102 


167 


Wordsworth, William, 


66 


. 161 






236 


Tonng, Andrew, 


206 



mhftst t§ MitBt WiMB. 



A heavenly voice is falling; 

Ah I many a saddening sight we see. 
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Come forth, ye wandering children, all, . 
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Dweller in heaven high, Buler below 1 
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Glorious Ood I on Thee we call, . 
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Go, call for the mourners, and raise the lament. 
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Go when the morning shineth. 
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God moves in a mysterious way. 


9 


God of my life, whose gracious poww. 
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God on earth 1 and God in heaven I 
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Haric 1 where peals yon swelling anthemt 


. 196 


He lives who lives to God alone^ 
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He who on earth as man was known. 

He who would win a warrior's fame, 

Her heart was in heaven, and she cared not for earth, 

£Qgh peace to the soul of the dead. 

Ho I Zion, awake, and come forth like a bride. 

Holy Father 1 lend thine ear. 

Honour wiU oft elude the graq>. 

How are thy servants blessed, O Lord, . 

How bright these glorious spirits shine. 

How fair and how lovely it is to behold. 

How pleasant to me thy deep blue wave, 
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How tedious and tasteless the hours, 

1 have seen all the pleasures of hoarded up treasures, 

I once was a stranger, . , . . . 
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I was a wandering sheep, .... 

If human kindness meets return, 

in every place, in every hour. 

In the morning of life, when its sweet sunny Bmile> 

In those hours when thought is cre^ing, . 

Incarnate God I the soul that knows, 
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It is a solemn thing to live I 

Jehovah Qod I Thy gracious power, . 
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Launch thy bark, mariner, .... 

Leaves have their time to taA, . 

Let us give thanks with gratefol soul, 
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Like mist on the mountain, .... 

Lord of all power and might. 
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Lord I whose love in power excelling, . 89 



Iin>9X TO nitST LINXiB. u 

Piffe 

^eek Lamb of God I on Thee^ . . . leo 

'Mid the hot desert, ^eie the pUgiim piaea^ . ,220 

'Midst wtntiy gloom, and winds that wail, . 269 

Mighty is the power that gives, . .164 

New Heavens I— for the stars grow pale, . . 266 

Night I floating to thy dondy throne, . 226 

No more, no more of the cares of time I 184 

No night shall be in heaven — ^no gathering c^m, . 144 

Not seldom, dad in radiant vest, , €6 

Now spring retnms, bat not to me returns, . 47 

O I blest art thoa whose steps may rove, 120 

O God of Abraham I by whose hand, 61 

O God of nature and of grace, . . .203 

O happy is the man who hears, ... 49 
O how wondrous is the story, .... 44 

O in the dark and stormy night, 221 

O life I O death I O world I time I . .267 

O Lord, another day is flown, .... 100 

O Lord, my God I I come to Thee, .209 

O Lord, send down the heavenly rain, 288 

O €avlour I whose mercy, severe in its kindness, 97 

O Thou the first, the giei^»st Rriend, . 66 
O Thou I who art the Shepherd of faithful JaeoVs race, 276 

O Thou I who diyest the mourner's tear, . 79 

O wdl he named thee, prophet wise, . * 188 

O wondrous mom t when o'er the earth, 268 

O worship the King, all glorious above I . . 96 

Oft as the daylight hours were gone, . . . 218 

Oh blest were the aocoits of early creation, . 89 
Oh for tixat purity of heart, .... 92 

Oh, my brother, spirit weaiy, ... 241 

Oh t spare the rod, . . . .249 

Oh I weep not for tbe joys that f^e, . . 110 
Oh I weep not thus, thou^ the diild thou hast loved, . 124 

Oh I why should the spirit of mortal be proud ? UO 



X INDEX TO HBBT LINES. 






Fag« 


On life's tempestuous ocean glides. 


. 101 


On man in his own image made. 


24 


One glance of thine, eternal Loid, 


. 22 


One there is above all others, . . . . 


28 


Oppressed with unbelief and sin. 


. 80 


Our chorions home aboye, . . . , 


167 


Pilgrim, burdened with thy sin, . 


64 


Praise to God, immortal praise. 


42 


Prayer is the soul's sincere desire, 


70 


Say, where is the beautiful land. 


168 


Bhall mortal man, a child of earth. 
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Tell me not, in mournful numbers. 


. 182 


Tell me, thou captiye daui^ter. 


216 
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147 
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The day of wrath 1 that dreadful day. 
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The gmmnflar sky, so bine and dear, 280 
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There is a mondng-star, n^ sonl, . . 176 
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There's mnsic in the morning air, 161 

These eyes that were half-dosed in death, . 67 
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This is not my place of resting, ... 176 
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Thou city of the Lord I whose name, .106 
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Thouj^ long the wanderer may depart, . « 220 

Thoni^ this wild brain is aching, ... 180 

Thy cross, Lord, the holy sign, . .168 

'Tis midnight, 'Us midnight, o'er Egypt's dark sky, . 181 

'Tis night, and the landscai>e is lovely no more, . 89 

To Jesns, the crown of my hope, ... 12 

To the everlasting mountains I lift my weary oyes, 276 

To Thee, my Ood I to Thee I bring, ... 162 

Tread softly, bow the head, .106 

Truth is eternal as its source, .... 247 
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Weary one, wait I the dawn is approaching, 168 



2 THB 8A0BED IQNSTRBIi. 

THE FIRICAMENT. 

Thb spacious finnament on higli, 

With all the blue ethereal sky, 

And spangled heavens, a shining frame, 

Their great Original proclaim : 

Th' unwearied sun, from day to day. 

Does his Creator^s power display. 

And publishes to every land 

The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wond'rous tale, 
And, nightly, to the list'ning earth, 
Eepeats the story of her birth : 
While all the stars that round her bum. 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though, in solemn silence, all 
Move round Uie dark terrestrial ball t 
What though no real voice, nor sound, 
Amidst their radiant orbs be found ? 
In Reason's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice ; 
For ever singing, as they shine, 
' The hand that made us is divine.* 



PEOVIDENCE. 

Thb Lord my pasture shall prepare, 
And feed me with a shepherd's care ; 
His presence shall my wants supply. 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noonday walks he shall attend. 
And all my midnight hours defend. 



ADDISOH. 8 

When in the sultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirsty mountain pan^ 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wand'ring steps he leads ; 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow, 
Amidst the verdant landscape flow. 

Though in the paths of death I tread. 
With gloomy horrors overspread, 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ill, 
For thou, Lord, art with me still ; 
Thy friendly hand shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

Though in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious lonely wilds, I stray, 
Thy bounty shall my wants beguile ; 
The barren wilderness shall smile. 
With sudden greens and herbage crowned. 
And streams i^all murmur all around. 



HOW ABE THY SERVANTS BLESSED. 

How are thy servants blessed, Lord I 

How sure is their defence ! 
Eternal wisdom is their guide. 

Their help, Omnipotence. 

Jn foreign realms, and lands remote. 

Supported by thy care, 
Through burning climes I passed unhurt. 

And breathed in tainted air. 

Thy mercy sweetened eveiy soil, 

Made every region please ; 
The hoaiy Alpine hills it warmed. 

And smoothed the Tyrrhene sea& 



THB BAOKED XIKSTREL. 

Think, my sonl ! devoutly think. 

How, with aflfrighted eyes, 
Thoa saw'st the wide-extended deep 

In all its horrors rise. 

Confusion dwelt on every face, 

And fear in every heart. 
When waves on waves, and gulfs on gulfs, 

O'ercame the pilot's art. 

Tet then, from all my griefs, Lord ! 

Thy mercy set me free ; 
Whilst in the confidence of prayer, 

My soul took hold on thee. 

For though in dreadful whirls we hung 

High on the broken wave, 
I knew thou wert not slow to hear, 

Nor impotent to save. 

The storm was laid, the winds retired. 

Obedient to thy will ; 
The sea that roared at thy command. 

At thy command was still. 

In midst of dangers, fear, and death, 

Thy goodness I '11 adore, 
And praise thee for thy mercies past> 

And humbly hope for more. 

My life, if thou preserv'st my life, 

Thy sacrifice shall be ; 
And death, if death must be my doom, 

Shall join my soul to thee. 



ADDISOH. 



OOnS MEBCIEB. 



Whbk all thy merdes, my Qod, 

My rising soul surveys, 
Transported with the view, I 'm lost 

In wonder, loye, and praise. 

0, how shall words with equal warmth 

The gratitude declare 
That glows within my rayished heart t 

But thou canst read it there. 

Thy providence my life sustained, 

And all my wants redrest ; 
When in the silent womb I lay, 

And hung upon the breast. 

To all my weak complaints and dies 

Thy mercy lent an ear, 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learned 

To form themselves in prayer. 

Unnumbered comforts to my soul 

Thy tender care bestowed ; 
Before my infant heart conceived 

From whom these comforts flowed. 

When in the slippery paths of youth 

With heedless steps I ran. 
Thine unseen arm conveyed me safe, 

And led me up to man. 

Through hidden dangers, toils, and death, 

It greatly cleared my way ; 
And through the pleanng snares of vice, 

More to be feared than they. 



6 THE SACRED MINSTREL. 

When worn with sickness, oft hast thou 
With health renewed my face ; 

And when in sins and sorrows sunk, 
Eevived my soul with grace. 

Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliss 
Has made my cup run o'er ; 

And, in a kind and faithful friend, 
Hath doubled all my store. 

Ten thousand, thousand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ ; 
Nor is the least a cheerful heart, 

That tastes those gifts with joy. 

Through every period of my life 
Thy goodness I '11 pursue ; 

And after death, in distant worlds, 
The glorious theme renew. 

When nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 

My ever-grateful heart, Lord, 
Thy mercy shall adore. 

Through all eternity, to thee 

A joyful song I '11 raise ; 
For, oh ! eternity 's too short 

To utter all thy praise ! 



ALEXANDER POPE. 

^'IESANDBE pope, the illostrioue English 
^ poet, Kii^ bom at Landon in 1688. Hia 
Boioan Catholics, In hoj- 



=1, i*^; n liodci, 1j,: indicated Btrong poatioal t«lent. 
B^% Of a i-..ble conrtitnti™, and somewhat 
Mc^;im def.irMiulin person, he choao tha Utomry 
profeauon. His nomerDua poetical writings, which 
rapidly attracted public notice, acquired him the means 
of indepeodeace. Hie poetical liaUBlalion of Homer 
has not been snipassed in felicity of diction. As an 
English Batiiist, he stands alone. His whole worlu 
hare been edited more frequently than those of any 
other British writer, with the eiceptioa of Shahapeaie. 
Pope died at his villa, Twickenham, in 1714. 

THE DYING CHBISXIAK TO mS SOOL. 

VtTAl. spark of hearenly fiame, 

Quit, oh quit this mortid {lame : 

Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying — 

Oh l^e pain, the blisa of dying t 
Ceaae, fond Nature, ceaae thy strife. 
And let me langoiah into life ! 

Hark 1 they whisper ; angels sa;, 
' Sister spirit^ come away ? 

What is tbia absorbs me quite, 

Bteals my senses, shuts my mgbt, 
Drowns my spirits, draws my breath I 
Tell me, my sddI, can tliis be death I 



The world recedes ; it disappears 
Heaven opens on mj ejee — ^mj ean 

ITith BonndB senpMc riag '. 
Lend, lend joar wings 1 I meant 1 
GraTe ! where ia thy victory ! 

Death ! where ia th; sting I 



WILLIAM COWPER. 

JILLIAM COWPEE was bom in 1731, at 
Bcrl;haiaB(ead, HertB. His fatlier vraa 
reL(iir o£ the parish. Through family 
iDlli.iince he secnrod the appointment 
of I l^ik in the Hoose of Loida ; but a 
iit.nnus weakne«a, f olloweii by a period 
of mental aberration, prevented his entering on the 
dntiee. As a relief to hie babitnal melancholy, he was 
induced to wril« verses, and the tesnlt has been his 
attuning an }jonoured place among BritisEt poets. In 
17B4 he obtained a iiterajy pension from the crown. 
Hia death took plaoe in April 1 800. Of Cowper it has 
been frequently remarked, that lie has not written 
a ungle lice which, on hia death-bed, he could have 
wished to eipunge ; yet to the oloae of life, ha was 
oppreeaed by a deep spiiitnal despondeney. 



OOWPEB. 9 

PEOVIDENCB. 

Gk)D moYes in a mysterious way, 

His wonders to peif onn ; 
He plants his footsteps in the sea, 

ibid rides upon the stoim. 

Deep in nnfathomable mines 

Of nerer-f ailing skill, 
He treasures np his bright designs. 

And works his sovereign will. 

Te fearful saints, fresh conrage take ; 

The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with meroy, and shall break 

In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense. 

But trust Him for his grace : 
Behind a frowning proyidence 

He hides a smiling face. 

His purposes will npen fast, 

Unfolding ev'ry hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste. 

But sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err, 

And scan his work in yain : 
Qod is his own interpreter. 

And He will make it plain. 



HUMAN FRAHiTY. 

Weak and irresolute is man ; 

The purpose of to-dayt 
Woven with pains into his plan, 

To-morrow rends away. 
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The bow well bent, and smart the spring, 

Vice seems already slain ; 
But passion rudely snaps the string, 

And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent. 

Finds out his weaker part ; 
Virtue engages his assent, 

But pleasure wins his heart. 

*Tis here the folly of the wise. 
Through all his art we view ; 

And, while his tongue the chaige denies, 
His conscience owns it true. 

Bound on a voyage of awful length, 

And dangers little known ; 
A stranger to superior strength, 

Man vainly trusts his own. 

But oars alone can ne'er prevail, 

To reach the distant coast, 
The breath of heaven must swell the sail, 

Or all the toil is lost. 



THE ENCHANTMENT DISSOLVED. 

Blinded in youth by Satan's arts, 
The world, to our unpractised hearts 

A flattering prospect shews ; 
Our fancy forms a thousand schemes 
Of gay delights, and golden dreams. 

And undisturbed repose. 

So, in the desert's dreary waste, 
By magic power produced in haste 
(As ancient fables say), 



1 
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Castles, and groves, and music sweet, 
The senses of the traveller meet, 
And stop him in his way. 

But while he listens with siirprise, 
The charm dissolves, the vision dies — 

^Twas but enchanted ground ; 
Thus, if the Lord our spirit touch. 
The world which promised us so much, 

A wilderness is found. 

At first we start, and feel distressed, 
Convinced we never can have rest 

In such a wretched place ; 
But He, whose mercy breaks the charm, 
Beveals his own abnighty arm, 

And bids us seek His face. 

Then we begin to live indeed. 

When from our sin and bondage freed. 

By this beloved friend ; 
We follow him from day to day, 
Assured of grace through all the way. 

And glory at the end. 



NEW-YEA»'S HYMN. 

He lives, who lives to God alone, 
And all are dead beside ; 

For other source than Gbd is none. 
Whence life can be supplied. 

To live to God is to requite 
His love as best we may ; 

To make His precepts our delight^ 
His promises our stay. 
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But life, within a narrow ring 
Of giddy joys comprised, 

Is falsely named, and no such things 
But rather death difiguised. 

Can life in them deserve the name, 

Who only live to prove 
For what poor toys they can disclaim 

An endless life above ? 

Who trample order, and the day 
Which God asserts his own 

Dishonour, with unhallowed play, 
And worship chance alone ? 

If scorn of God^s commands impressed 
On word and deed, imply 

The better part of man unblessed 
With life that cannot die. 

Such want it, and that want uncured, 
Till man resigns his breath. 

Speaks him a criminal, assored 
Of everlasting death. 

Sad period to a pleasant course! 

Tet, so will God repay 
Sabbaths profaned witiiiout remorse. 

And mercy cast away. 



LONGING TO BE WITH GHBIBT. 

To Jesus, the crown of my hope. 
My soul is in haste to be gone ; 
bear me, ye cherubim, up. 
And waft me away to his throne I 
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My Saviour, whom absent, I love ; 
Wliom not having seen, I adore ; 
Whose name is exalted above 
All gloiy, dominion, and power. 

Dissolve thou these bonds, that detain 
My Bonl from her i)ortion in thee ; 
Ah ! strike off this adamant chain. 
And make me eternally free. 

When that happy era begins. 
When arrayed in thy glories I shine ; 
Nor grieve any more, by my sins, 
The bosom on which I recline. 

then shall the veil be removed, 

And round me thy brightness be poured ; 

1 shall meet him, whom absent, I loved, 
I shall see, whom unseen, I adored. 

And then, never more shall the fear, 
The trials, temptations, and woes. 
Which darken this valley of tears. 
Intrude on my blissful repose. 

Or, if yet remembered above, 
Remembrance no sadness shall raise ; 
They will be but new signs of thy love. 
New themes for my wonder and praise. 

Thus the strokes which ht)m sin and from pain 
Shall set me eternally free. 
Will but strengthen and rivet the chain 
Which binds me, my Saviour, to Thee. 
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PRAYER. 



What various hindrances we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat ! 
Yet who that knows the worth of prayer, 
But wishes to be often there ! 

Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw ; 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw ; 
Gives exercise to faith and love ; 
Brings every blessing from above. 

Restraining prayer we cease to fight ; 
Prayer makes the Christian's armour bright : 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 

While Moses stood with arms spread wide, 
Success was found on Israers side ; 
But when, through weariness they failed. 
That moment Amalek prevailed. 

Have you no words ? Ah ! think again, 
Words flow apace when you complain. 
And fill your fellow-creature*s ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

Were half the breath thus vainly spent, 
To heaven in supplication sent. 
Your cheerful song would oftener be, 
* Hear what the Lord has done for me.' 



BISHOP £ENN. 

IHOMIS EENN was educated at Oxford. 
£ Is 1 d79 he proceeded to HoUaad m diapUin 
B FriiumB of Oiange. Ha mis Eabas- 
I qticul^ elwpliiia to OluiriM U, «bo piO' 
noted him to tbe bielioprie of BatJi and 
r^ WellB. He mti confined in ths Tower b; 
Jomea U. fot oppoving his dispeniiog povet ; and on 
the rsBtoration, tnSeied the lom of hia office b; refos- 
tng to take the oath of sU^iimee to WiUiam III, He 
afterwards reoeired a BmsU etate-pensioD. He died 
in 1711. Kenn was a person ef siugolar eonecieD- 
I, and of devoted piety. 

MOSNINO HTMN. 
AwiKB, a; Mnl, and witJi the sob 
Thy dwlj oonrso of dn^ nm ; 
Shake oSdoll doth, ajid ji^fol tiae 
To pay thy uomlBs sacti&oa. 
Thy predons time mieepent, radeem ; 
Eaeh pi«enit day thy last esteoBi ; 
Inptore thy talent witii doe «re ; 
Foi the Qieat D^i thjeelf prq>an. 
Let aU thy con»«Ba ba anoere ; 
Thy eaneoienee as the noonday idear ; 
For Qod'i all-Be«Bg eye mrreyB 
Thy woret thoughts, and worfc^ and waya 
Wake, and lift up diyaelf, my heart ! 
And witii the ug^ bear thy pait, 
Whe, day and night, nnwearied, nng 
Hi^ piaiw te ^ Btwn^ King. 
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Lord) I my vows to Thee renew ; 

Scatter my sins as morning-dew ; 

Q^naid my first springs of thonglit and will. 

And with Thyself my spirit fill. 

Direct, control, suggest this day, 

All I design, or do, or say ; 

That all my powers, with all their might. 

In Thy sole glory may unite. 



EVENING H7MN. 

Glort to Thee, my God, this night, 
For aU the blessings of the light : 
Keep me, keep me, King of kinga^ 
Under tiby own Almighty wings. 
Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ill that I this day have done ; 
That with the world, myself, and Thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The gra^e as little as my bed ; 
Teach me to die, that so I may 
Rise glorious at the awful day. 
0, may my soul on Thee repose, 
And balmy sleep mine eyelids close ; 
Sleep, that my frame shall yigorous make^ 
To seire my Qod when I awake. 

If in the ni|^t I sleepless lie. 

My soul with heavenly thoughts supply ; 

Let no ill dreams disturb my rest, 

No powers of darkness me molest 

Prsdse Qod, from whom all blessLogs flow ; 

Praise Him, aU creatures here below ; 

Praise Him above, ye heavenly host ; 

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 



PHILIP DODDBIDOi:. 

fi^^^HIIIP DODDRIDEIB wu bora in London 
^*^g in 1702. He became tlie condnctor of a 
«Sw Tliwlogiial Seminuy, fint in London, and 
^^^3 afUnruda at KorthunptoD. His wiitingg, 
SB." jB irhidi are cfaiefl; tiieological, contdnne to be 
Ss{^£j)S5 held in higli estimation — eepeinally hii 
FaraUy Eapotitor, oi Commeniaiy on the New Teata- 
Ment. Bia death took place at Lisbon, in Oelober 1761. 

GOD TSB LIGHT OF HIS PEOPLE. 

Tl golden Unip« of hesTeti, Eanwell I 

With all fODT feeble light ; 
Fanwell, Ihoa erer-ehanging moon, 

Pale empren of the night. 

And tJiDO, rsfnlgent orb of daj I 

In brighter flames turayod ; 
Mj wral, which Bpringa liejond thy ipher^ 

Ifo more demajidfi thine aid. 

Ye BtBJB are bat the ahining dart, 

Of my dirine abode ; 
The psTement of those hesTenly oourt^ 

niiere I aball reign with Qod. 

The Father of eternal light 

Shall there hia beams display; 
KOT shall one moment's darknea mix 

With that nnchmded day. 



No [ooTe the drops of pieKing g^ief 

Shall swell into mine ejes ; 
Kor the meridian sua decline, 

Amidst those bnghter akiea.. 
There all the miUions of bk Bidnts, 

Shall in one Bong imite ; 
And each th« blisa of all shall share 

With infinite delight. 



ISAAC WATTS, D.D 

LAAO WATTS waa born at Sonthamp- 
. 1S74. Educated in connectdon 
^ with tLe Independent ChaTch, he «Ba 
3 ordained in I<)ndan a paetor of that bod; 
'i 1702. In 1712, being sei^ «iUi a 
'^ Bsreie ferer, he was reeuTed into the bouse 
of Sic Thomaa Abnejr, » generona alderman of the 
citj; heoontinuedtoreadewith the (amilytill the close 
of his life. He died in NoTember 1748. Of bis nunier- 
ous works on science and religion, Us Logic and 
ImiproveTneiit of the Mind bare obtained the highest 
place. His Divine Sangt are put into the bands of 
ererj young person. 

THE LAMB OF OOD. 
Covit let ns join our cheerful Bonga 

IJith ang^ round the throne ; 
Ten thoaeond thousand are their tongne% 
But all their jojs are one. 
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' Worthy the Lamb that died/ they cry, 

* To be exalted thus ;' 
* Worthy the Lamb/ our lips reply, 

' For He was slain for us. ' 

Jesus is worthy to receive 

Honour and power divine ; 
And blessings more than we can give 

Be, Lord, for ever thine. 

Let all that dwell above the sky, 

And air, and earth, and seas, 
Conspire to lift thy glories higb^ 

And speak thine endless praise. 

The whole creation join in one 

To bless the sacred name 
Of Him that sits upon the throne^ 

And to adore the Lamb. 



THE OKEAT ITNKNOWN. 

Stahd and adore ! how glorious He 
That dwells in bright eternity! 
We gaze, and we confound our sight, 
Plunged in th' abyss of dazzling light. 

Thou Sacred One, Almighty Three, 
Great, everlasting Mystery! 
What lofty numbers shall we frame 
Equal to Thy tremendous name ? 

Seraphs, the nearest to the throne. 
Begin to speak the Great Unknown : 
Attempt tiie song, wind up your strings, 
To notes untried, and boundless things. 



Ton, whose opBciona powere surrey 
Laigely bojond our eyes of oUj ; 
Yet what & narrow portion, too, 
Ii >een, or thought, or known I^ fon I 

How flat jonr higlioBt praises MI 
Before tV immense Original 1 
'Weak creatnres we, that atiiT« in vun 
To reach an nncreated atrun. 
Oroat Qod I forgiTO our feeble !>;■ ; 
Sound out tbine own eternal piaiae ; 
A song BO Tairti a tbeme so higli, 
CaUa for tiie voice tbat tuned tlie ll^. 






JOHN NEWTOK. 

^OHK NEWTON, an eminent ChriMJau writer, 
Diert bom infldalitj, was bom at 
''i Ldndonia 1725. Proeeauting the uaaUcal 
'',; profession, he abandoned himself to profli- 
^"^a^" !^acj and professed infidelity. Haring 
'i^tT.Li! bMoiDS savingl; awakened, he derdted 
himself to esmest stud;, with a view to the minisliy. 
In 1764 be waa ordained cuiale of Olney, and was 
afterwards promoted to the lectonbip of St Uai?, 
Woolnorth, London. He died in December 1807. 
The Olntg iTytnns, on Sdeet Paaaga of Seriptvrt, 
oomposed joint); bf Newton and the poet Cowper, 
maint)^ a w*Il-ineiifed papnlui^. 
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THE BELIKVKK*S SAFETY. 

IvOABNATE Gfod 1 the soul that knowB 
Thy name's mysterious power, 

Shall dwell in undisturbed repose. 
Nor fear the tiying hour. 

Thy wisdom, faithfulness, and love, 
To feeble, helpless worms, 

A buckler and a refuge prove 
From enemies and storms. 

in Tain the fowler spreads his net, 
To draw them from thy care ; 

Thy timely call instructs their feet 
To shun the artful snare. 

When, like a baneful pestilence, 
Sin mows its thousands down, 

On eveiy side, without defence. 
Thy grace secures thine own. 

No midnight terrors haunt their bed, 
No arrow wounds by day ; 

Unhurt by serpents they shall tread, 
If found in duty's way. 

Angels unseen attend the saints. 
And bear them in their arms. 

To cheer their spirit when it fiunts, 
And guard their life from haims. 

The angel's Lord himself is nigh 
To them that love His name ; 

Ready to save them when th^ ery^ 
And put their foes to shame. 
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Crosses and changes are their ]ot, 
Long as they sojourn here ; 

But since their Saviour changes not, 
What have the saints to fear ? 



THE WAY OP ACCESS. 

One glance of thine, eternal Lord, 
Pierces all nature through ; 

Nor heaven, nor earth, nor hell afiford 
A shelter from Thy view. 

The mighty whole, each smaller part, 

At oi;ce before Thee lies ; 
And every thought of every heart 

Is open to TMne eyes. 

Though greatly from myself concealed) 
Thou seest my inward frame ; 

To Thee I always stand revealed 
Exactly as I am. 

Since, therefore, I can hardly bear 

What in myself I see ; 
How vile and black must I appear. 

Most holy God, to Thee ! 

But since my Saviour stands between. 

In garments dyed in blood ; 
'Tis He, the righteous one, is seen 
. When I approach to God. 

Thus, though a sinner, I am safe. 
He pleads before the throne 

His life and death in my behalf. 
And calls my sins His own. 
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What wondrous loye, what matchless grace, 

In this appointment shine I 
My breaches of the law are his, 

And his obedience mine ! 



NONE UPON EAKTH DESIRED BESIDES JESUS. 
How tedious and tasteless the honra, 

When Jesus no longer I see ; 
Sweet prospects, sweet birds, and s^ireet flowers, 

Have lost all their sweetness with me. 
The midsummer sun shines but dim, 

The fields strive in vain to look gay ; 
But when I am happy in Him, 

December 's as pleasant as May. 

His name yields the richest perfume. 

And sweeter than music His voice ; 
His presence disperses my gloom. 

And makes all within me rejoice. 
I should, were He always thus nigh. 

Have nothing to wish or to fear ; 
No mortal so happy as I, 

My summer would last all the year. 

Content with beholding His face. 

My all to His pleasure resigned ; 
No changes of season or place 

Would make any change in my mind. 
While blessed with a sense of His love, 

A palace a toy would appear ; 
And prisons would palaces prove^ 

If Jesus would dwell with me there. 

Dear Lord, if indeed I am Thine, 
If Thou art my sun and my song. 

Say, why do I languish and pine. 
And "why are my winters so long t 
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drive these dark clonds from the tUkjy 
Thy soul-cheering presence restore ; 

Or take me unto Thee on high, 
Where winter and clouds are no move. 



ADAM. 



Oh man in his own image made, 

How much did God bestow t 
The whole creation homage paid, 

And owned him Lord below. 

He dwelt in Bden*s garden, stored 
With sweets for eyeiy sense ; 

And there, with his descending Lord, 
He walked in confidence. 

But oh ! by sin how quickly •changed t 

His honour forfeited ; 
His heart from ^K>d and truth estranged^ 

His conscience filled with dread I 

Now from his Maker's voice he flees^ 

Which was before his joy ; 
And thinks to hide, amidst the treea^ 

From an aUHKeing eye. 

Compelled to answer to his name, 
Witii stubbornness and pride^ 

He cast on God himseU the blame, 
Nor once for menT^ cried. 

But grace, unasked, his heart subdued. 

And all his guilt forgave ; 
"Bj faith the promised seed he viewed. 

And felt his power to save. 



Thus we ouiselves wonld justify, 
[Hiotigh we the law transgress ; 

Like him, tmable to deny, 
tJnwilling to confess. 

Bnt when, by faith, the sinner sees 
A pardon, bought with blood ; 

^en he forsakes his foolish pleas, 
And gladly tnms to Qod. 



THE CmOSTIAirS BEFUGK 

That man no guard or weapon needs. 
Whose heart the blood of Jesus knows ; 

Bat safe may pass, if duty leads, 
Through burning sands, or mountain snows. 

Beleased from guilt, he feels no fear, 
Bedemption is his shield and tower ; 

He sees his Saviour always near 
To help in every trying hour. 

Though I am weak, and Satan strong. 

And often to assault me tries ; 
When Jesus is my shield and song. 

Abashed the wolf before me flies. 

BiB love possesdng, I am blest, 
Secure whatever change may come ; 

Whether I go to east or west, 
With Him I still shall be at home. 

If placed beneath the northern pole, 
Though winter reigns with rigour there ; 

His gracious beams would cheer my soul, 
And make a spring throughout the year. 
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Or if the desert's sunbomt soil 
My lonely dwelling e*er should prove, 

His presence would support my toil, 
Whose smild is life, whose voioe is love. 



^TBE NAME OF JESCT8. 

How sweet the name of Jesits sounds 

In a believer's ear ! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 

And drives away his fear. 

It makes the wounded spirit whole. 
And calnus the troubled breast ; 

'1?is manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weaiy restw 

Dear Name I the rock on which I build. 
My shield and hiding-place ; 

My never-failing treasury filled 
With boundless stores of grace. 

By Thee my prayers acceptance gain, 

Although with sin defiled ; 
Satan accuses me in vain. 

And I am owned a child. 

Jesus I my Shepherd, Husband, Friend, 
My Prophet, Priesl^ and King ; 

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 

Weak is the effort of my heart. 
And cold my wannest thought ; 

But when I see Thee as Thou art, 
I '11 praise Thee as I ought. 



SIWTON. 27 

Till then I would Thy love proclaim 

With eyeiy fleeting breath ; 
And may the music of Thy name 

Refresh my soul in dea^. 



THE JOY OP TfiB LOBD IS VOUlt STfeENOTH. 

Joy is a froit that will not grow 

In nature's barren soil ; 
All we can boast, till Christ we know, 

Is yanity and toil. 

But where the Lord has planted grace, 
And made His glories known ; 

There fruits of heavenly joy and peace 
Are foimd, and there alone. 

A bleeding Saviour, seen by faith, 

A sense of pard'ning love ; 
A hope that triumphs over death, 

Give joys like those above. 

To take a glimpse within the veil, 

To know that God is mine, 
Are springs of joy that never fail, 

Unspeakable 1 divine I 

These are the joys which satisfy, 

And sanctify the mind ; 
Which make the spirit mount on higlu 

And leave the world behind. 

No more, believers, mourn your lot ; 

But if you are the Lord's^ 
Eesign to them that know Him not 

Such joys as earth affords. 
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A FBIENI) THAT STIGEETH CLOSER THAN A 

BBOTHEB. 

Oins there is, aboye all others, 
Well deseires the name of Friend ; 
His is loye beyond a brother's, 
Costly, free, and knows no end ; 

They who once His kindness prore. 

Find it everlasting love. 

Which of all our friends to save ns, 
Conld or wonld have shed their blood ; 
But our Jesns died to have us 
Beoonciled to Him in Gfod. 

This was boundless love indeed, 

Jesus is a friend in need. 

Men, when raised to lofty stations. 
Often know their friends no moxe ; 
Sli^t and scorn their poor relations, 
Though they valued them before ; 
But our Saviour always owns 
Those whom He redeemed with groans. 

When He lived on earth abased. 

Friend of sinners was His name ; 

Now above all glory, raised, 

He rejoices in tiie same ; 
StiU He oalls them brethren, friends. 
And to all their wants attends. 

Oould we bear from one another 

What He daily bears from us ; 

Yet this glorious friend and brother 

Loves us though we treat Him thus. 
Though for good we render ill, 
He accounts us brethren stilL 
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for giace our hearts to soften I 
Teach ns, Lord, at len^ to lore ; 
We, alas ! f oi^get too often 
What a friend we have above ; 

But when home our sonls are brought^ 

We will love Thee as we ought. 



THE BEFUGE, BIVEB, AND BOCK OF THE CHUBCR. 

Hi who on earth as man was known,. 

And boie our sins and pains, 
Now seated on the eternal thnme^ 

The Qod of glory reigna 

His hands the whe^ of nature guide^ 

With an unerring skill ; 
And countless worlds, extended wide. 

Obey His sovereign will. 

While harps, unnumbered, sound his praise,. 

In yonder world above, 
His saints on earth admire His ways. 

And glory in His love. 

His righteousness to faith revealed, 
Wrought out for guilty worms, 

Aifords a hiding-place and shield 
From enemies and storms. 

This land, through which His pilgrims go,. 

Is desolate and dry ; 
But streams of grace from Him o*erflow. 

Their thirst to satisfy; 

When troubles, like a burning sun, 

Beat heavy on their head, 
To this Almighty Eock tiiey run. 

And find a pleasing shade. 
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How glorious he, how happy thej 
In such a glorious friend ! 

Whose love secures them all the way. 
And crowns them at the end. 



MY GRACE IS SUFFICIENT FOB THEE. 

Opprbssbd with unbelief and sin, 
Fightings without^ and fears within ; 
While earth and hell, with force combined, 
Assault and terrify my mind. 

What strength have I against such foes. 
Such hosts and legions to oppose ? 
Alas ! I tremble, faint, and fall. 
Lord, save me, or I give up all. 

Thus sorely pressed, I sought the Lord, 
To give me some sweet cheering word ; 
Again I sought, and yet again, 
I waited long, but not in vain. 

Oh 1 'twas a chj^ering word indeed ! 
Exactly suited to my need ; 
* Suf&cient for thee is My grace ; 
Thy weakness My great power displays V 

Now I despond and mourn no more, 

I welcome all I feared before ; 

Though weak, I 'm strong, though troubled, blest. 

For Christ's own power ^biiall on me rest. 

My grace would soon exhausted be. 
But His is boundless as the sea ; 
Then let me boast, with holy Paul, 
That I am nothing, Christ k all. 



CHARLES WESLEY. 

W|^^H \.-RLB8 WBSLBT tna, in 170S, botn kt 
^£^^^ El i> rth, IdDcolnaliin. In 1732 be gn- 
^Lffxl I u t d Bt Oxford. He joined aa a pre&chec 
^ j i Ider brother John, Uta diBtingiiiilied 
^^^_T^ f lar of the MethodimB, and compond 
T? * ] vater munber of tbe hynuu med in 
pnbhc wonlup bj that bod;. Hii deaUi took phce 
in Kaieh 1788. 

Tint ADOEABLE GOD. 
PiTBH of all, whose poveifol Toica 
CaUsd forth Ibis nniTsiad fiame I 
Whose msrdea otbt all rejoice, 

ThroDf^ endless ages still the nme : 
Then, b; Thy Word, nplioldest ell, 

Th J bonndleM love to all Is shewed ; 
Then hear'st Th; erery creature's call. 
And fOleet ever; mouth with good. 
In bekvea Thou leign'it enthioDed in light, 

Natora'a eipanse beneath Thee apread ; 
Earth, air, and sea before Th; mght, 

And hell's deep gloom are open IM I 
Wiadom, and mi^t, and love are Thine ; 

Fioatrate before Tb; face we &11, 
Confem Thine attributes divine. 
And boil Thee Boveiagn Lord oE all. 



Tbee, sovereign Lord, let all confess 
That moves in earth, or air, or si; ; 

Kevero Thy power, Thy goodnen bless, 
Tremble before Thy pieieing eye : 
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All ye who owe to Him your birth. 
In praise, your every hour employ ; 

Jehovah reigns t be glad, earth, 
And shout, ye morning-stars^ for joy. 



OOIirEIDENGE IN GOD. 

God of my life, whose gracious jMwer, 
Throu^ varied deaths my soul hath led ; 

Or turned aside the fatal hour, 
Or lifted up my sinking head t 

In all my ways Thy hand I own. 

Thy ruling providence I see : 
Assist me still my course to run, 

And still direct my paths to Thee. 

Oft hath the sea confessed Thy power. 
And given me back at Thy command ; 

It could not. Lord, my life devour, 
Safe in the hollow of Thine hand. 

Oft from the margin of the grave. 
Thou, Lord, hast lifted up my hep4 : 

Sudden, I found thee near to save ; 
The fever owned Thy touch, and fled. 

Whither, whither should I fly. 
But to my loving Saviour's breast 1 

Secure within Thine arms to lie. 
And safe beneath Thy wings to rest. 

I have no skill the snare to shun. 
But Thou, Christ, my wisdom art ; 

I ever into ruin run. 
But Thou art greater than my heart. 



FooliBb, and impotent, uid lilind. 
Lead me > way I have not known ; 

Bring me wlien I may beaTen find, 
Tbe heaven of toring The« >Ian& 

Bnlaige my tteuti to make Thee rooin, 
Enter, and in me ever stay. 

The crooksd thon ghall stiught become, 
The darknen shall he lost in day. 



IAHE8 THOMSON. 

^^IgiAMBS THOUSON, the poet of the Ssuom, 

*S^ sbire, in 1700. He was educated at the 
O^*^ CLiTeralty of Edinburgh. InJ728hepnb- 
^£^^^ liDlied Mb poem of Wmter, wliich llud the 
aSVfi-.iii foundation of liiB subsequent fame. He 
died in 1713, at Bichmond, near London, wbeM he 
pDoeoed a beaittifal leeidence. 

THE DIVINE OlENIFBBSENCS. 
JiHoVAB Qod t Th; giadoai power 

On every hand we Bee, 
Oh, may the blesaingH of each hear 

Lead all our thonghla to Thee. 

U, on the wings of mom, we speed 

IVi earth's remotest honnd. 
Thy right hand will oar footsteps lead. 

Thine aim onr path snrronnd. 



lai sioais MinsTutL. 

^; power U in tlie ocean deeps, 

And Teaches to the sides ; 
Thine eye of taercj never sleepB, 

Tbj gocdness never dieB. 
From morn till noon, till latest eve. 

The hand of God we see ; 
And all th« bleaaingg ve receive, 

Ceaseless proceed from Thee. 
In aJI the varying scenea of time 

On Thee oor hopes depend ; 
In every age, in evety clime, 

Our FaUier and oar Friend. 



JOHN OGILVIE, D.D. 

3|^^|l£0HH OGILVIB wag bom at Aberdeen in 
Ifi^M ^ '^^' ^* ""^li for the ScottiBh Chnreh, 
»*S3^ ""'' "^ ''" *"entj-dith year was ordained 
^^^ to the pastotal charge of Midmar, a pariah 
^'i f^ "" Aberdeenshire. He remained there till 
fl^^SS hiB death in 1814. Ogilvie published 
eereral volomeB of poems, and a number of works on 
philosophy and Chrietian ethics 

BEGIN', MY SOUL, THE EXALTED hAY. 

BsaiK, my soul, the exalted ky ; 

Let each enraptured thonght obey. 
And pnuse th' Almighty's name ; 

Lo I heaven sod earth, and seas and skiea, 
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Te fields of light, celestial plAins, 
Where gay transporting beauty reigns ; 

Ye scenes divinely fair ! 
Tour Maker's wond'rons power prodaim ; 
Tell how He formed your shining frame, 

And breathed the fluid air. 

Te angels, catch the thrilling sound 1 
While all th* adoring thrones around 

His boundless mercy sing : 
Let every listening saint above 
Wake all the tuneful soul of love. 

And touch the sweetest string. 

Join, ye loud spheres^ the vocal choir; 
Thou dazzling orb of liquid fire 

The mighty chorus aid ; 
Soon as gray evening gilds the plain, 
Thou moon, protract the melting strain, 

And praise Him in the shade. 

Thou Heaven of heavens. His vast abode ; 
Te clouds, proclaim your forming GK)d, 

Who called yon worlds from night. 
<Te shades dispel !' th* Btemal said : 
At once th' involving darkness fled, 

And nature sprung to light. 

Whate*er a blooming world contains^ 
That wings the air, that skims the plains, 

United praise bestow ; 
Te dragons, sound His awful name 
To heaven sJoud ; and roar acclaim, 

Te swelling deeps bebw. 
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Let eneiy element rejoice : 

Ye thunders, burst with awful voioe 

To Him who bids you roll ; 
His praise in softer notes dedaie, 
Each whispering breeze of yielding air, 

And breathe it to the souL 

To Him, ye graceful cedars, bow ; 
Ye towering mountains^ bending low, 

Your great Creator own ; 
TfeU, when affrighted nature shook, 
How Sinai kindled at His look, 

And trembled at His frown. 

Ye flocks that haunt the humbly tbIc^ 
Ye insects fluttering on the gale,' 

In mutual concourse rise ; 
Crop the gay rose's vermil bloom, 
And waft its spoils, a sweet perfume, 

In incense to the skies. 

Wake, all ye mountain-tribes, and sing ; 
Ye plumy warblers of the springy 

Harmonious anthems raise 
To Him who shaped your finer mould. 
Who tipped your glittering wings with gold. 

And timed your voice to praise. 

Let man, by nobler passions swayed, 
The feeling heart, the judging head, 

In heavenly praise employ ; 
Spread His tremendous name around, 
3$11 heaven's broad arch rings back the sound. 

The general burst of joy. 



Te whom the clwmu of gnDdenr fJeme, 

Kuised in the dowii<r lap of bu«, 

FoU proatnt« ai Hia tlirDne. 
Ye prinoes, mien, &11 adoie ; 
Frura Him, ;e kioga, irho mokei jont porer 

Ts fur, bj Datnre formed to morc^ 
praise 111' etemsl soaree of lore 

yiUh jonth'e esliTening fin : 
Let age take up the tuneful laj, 



And uk SD asgel'a Ijn. 



JOHN BARCLAY. 

j^^^KHB foimdeT of tha lect of tlie Bereams, John 
^£'Zt0 Bardij, vaa bom at Hathill, FerUuUn, in 
^$ ^ ^^^*' ^' B^n^ad at St AudiewB Univer- 

^ft^ 7^ As ministerial asrastaDt at Fettercaim, ha 
^^^Sj •^ indioal«d aome peculiar theologioal opinions, 
which were oondemned bj the local presbytery. Among 
other Tiewi opposed to the standards of the Scottish 
Church, he repndiated the evidence of Katural Beligion. 
He was orduned to the iniiiietiy at Kewcastle in 1773, 
and he sahseqiiently laboured in connection with his 
Met at Bdinburgh, London, and BrisloL He died in 
Jolj 17B3. He published a number of tlieological 
works. Hia ^ptrifadt So»g» aro chiefly, to be 
itmarked (or their eMneat piet;. 
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THE BLESSEDNESS OF THE BIBLE. 

1 HATB seen all the pleasures of hoarded-np treasnres, 

More fleet than a shadow, fly quickly away ; 
Instead of a blessing, they are an oppressing, 

To have them and hold them, a pitiful day ; 
But now my breast glowing, with raptures o'erflowing, 

I swim in an ocean that knoweth no shore ; 
An ocean of blessing, the good Word possessing ; 

I'm full, full of treasures that last evermore. 

I well know the present, how balmy and pleasant 

Of small honey-workers on fair summer-day ; 
The honey tastes sweetly, yet not so completely 

But mingled with bitter, the sweet will decay. 
Unspeakably sweeter, without any bitter. 

The pure Word of G^od is eternally mine ; 
My heart it delighteth, mine eyes it enlighteneth ; 

I thereby a diadem of beauty do shine. 

Deep shades they enclosed me, and death discompofleel 
me. 

When light-flaunting folly my heart did betray ; 
But Jesus the prize won, which I Ve now my eyes on ; 

The darkness is fled, and is lost in the day. 
Substantial possessions, perennial blessings, 

Are laid up in heaven with Jesus for me ; 
Thy Spirit I feel it ; Thy Word is my pilot ; 

Blow Thy breath in my sails; blow my vessel to 
Thee. 



JAHES BEATTIE, LL.D. 

U.MBS BEATTIE was bom at LameDCditlc, 
I Kiucaidi&Gshiie, in 173S. He studied at 
f Uarinchal College, Aberdeen. In hia agbt- 
I eenth year he wan appoinled parish-echool- 
^ muler of Pordoun. la I7S8 be vaa elected 
if the Haiteis of the QramiaaT School, 
Aberdeen, and two jeara afterwarda, was promcFtod to 
the chair of Moral Fhilofpoph; in HariacLal Coll^. 
Declining man; nibgeqneot oSen of preferment, he 
lemajned at Aberdeen till his death, which took place 
in Angost 1803. Beattie was the author of varioiu 
poetical and philosophical works, but Ma fame resta 
ehiefl; on his poem of Tht Mmstrd and his Eui^ 
vnTruih. 

HOPB BEYOND THE OEA.VI. 
Tie night, and the landscape is lorelf no more ; 

I mDom, bat, ;e woodlands, I moum not for yon ; 
For mom is approaching, your channe to restore, 
Perfomed witli frealt fragrance, and glittering with 

Nor jet for the r»T»ge of winter I monm ; 

Kind Katnre the embryo bloaeom will save : 
Bnt when nhall spring visit the mouldering nm I 

when shaE it dawn on the night of the graTel 
'Twas thiis by tte glare of false science betrayed. 

That leads to bewilder and daisies to blind. 
My tbonghts wont lo roam, from shade onwaid to 

DotmotdOD before me and souow behind. 



And darknen and doubt are cow flTing away, 

No longer I roam in conjecture farlom : 
Bo breaks on the tiaTeller, faint and astra;, 

The blight and the bahny effulgence of mom. 
See Truth, Lore, aod Men^ in triumph deecending, 

And nature all glowing in Bden's Srst bloom ; 
On liie cold cheek of death amiles and roBw on blend- 
ing. 

And Beauty Immortal awakes fn>m tlie tomb I 



UBS SARBAULD. 

'MA LETITIA BAEBAULD, daughter of 

£ ths Ser. John Aikin, D.D., wu bom at 

s ELbworth, Leiceateishirs, in 1713. In 

I 1774 she accepted the hand of the Key. 

I Boohemont Barbauld, who died in 1808. 

■^ Site printed a Tolnme of poema in the year 

prewiilTii- Ler marriage, and BnbeequentJy deToted 

heneU to literary and edocational piusnitB. She died 

at Btoke-Newingbm in March 1S2S, in her 82d year. 

LOVB, TEE NEW OOMMAHTMKNT. 

Brboui, where, breathing loTe divine, 

One dying Master Etonda ! 
HIb weeping fotlowera, gatheiing round. 



Baceive hia last 
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From that mild Teachei's parting lips 

What tender accents fell I 
The gentle precept which He gave 

Beoune its anthor welL 

* Blessed is the man whose soft'ning heart 

Feels all another's pain, 
To whom the supplicating eye 

Was never raised in vain. 

' Whose breast expands with generons warmth, 

A stranger's woes to feel, 
And bleeds in pity o*er the wonnd 

He wants the power to heal. 

' He spreads his kind supporting arms 

To every child of grief ; 
His secret bounty laigely flows^ 

And brings unasked reliel 

'To gentle offices of love 

His feet are never slow ; 
He views through mercy's melting eye, 

A brother in a foe. 

' Peace from the bosom of his GK)d, 

My peace to him I give ; 
And when he kneels before the throne^ 

His trembling soul shall live. 

< To him protection shall be shewn, 

And mercy £rom above 
Descend on those who thus fulfil 

19ie perfect law of love.' 



42 THB SAOBED MINSTBBL. 

PRAISE TO GOD. 

pBAiSB to God, immortal praise, 
For the love that crowmi our days ; 
Bounteous source of every joy, 
Let thy praise our tongues employ. 

For the blessings of the field, 
For the stores the gardens yield, 
For the Tine's exalted juice. 
For the gen'rous olive's use. 

Flocks that whiten all the plain, 
TeUow sheaves of ripened grain ; 
Clouds that drop their fattening dew% 
Suns that temperate warmth diffuse. 

All that Spring, with bounteous hand. 
Scatters o'er the smiling land ; 
All that liberal Autumn pours 
From her rich o'erflowing stores. 

These to Thee, my God, we owe, 
Source whence all our blessings flow ; 
And for these my soul shall raise 
Grateful vows and solemn praise. 

Yet» should rising whirlwinds rear 
From its stem the rip'ning ear ; 
Should the fig-tree's blasted shoot 
Drop her green untimely fruit. 

Should the vine put forth no more, 
Nor the olive yield her store ; 
Though the sick'ning flocks should faD^ 
And the herds desert the stall. 
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Should thine alteied hand restrain 
The early and the latter rain, 
Blast each opening bud of 307, 
And the rising year destroy. 

Tet to thee my sonl shall raise 
Grateful vows and solemn praise ; 
And, when every blessing *s flown, 
Love Thee, for thyself alone. 



AWAKE, MY SOUL I 

AWAKB, my sonl I lift np thine eyes ; 
See where thy foes against thee rise 
In long array, a numerous host ; 
Awake, my soul ! or thou art lost. 

Here giant Danger threatening stands, 
Mustering his pale terrific bands ; 
There Pleasure's silken banners spread. 
And willing souls are captive led. 

See, where rebellious jMssions rage. 
And fierce desires and lusts engage ; 
The meanest foe of all the train 
Has thousands of ten thousands slain. 

Thou tread'st upon enchanted ground. 
Perils and snares beset thee round ; 
Beware of sJl, guard every x)art. 
But most the traitor in the heart. 

Gome then, my soul, now learn to wield 
The weight of thine immortal shield ; 
Put on the armour from above, 
Of heavenly truth and heavenly love. 



The iertia and the charm rapel, 
And pow'ra of earth, and poVn of hel], 
The null of Calv'r; trinmphed here ; 
Wh J Bhcnld his futhfol followen Utx t 




HANSAH KOKB. 

I POET and eminent Chriitian miter, 
£ RjiiTiah Mora wasborn at Stapleton, in Qlon- 
r, in 1711. Her father was the village 
S s^oolmaster. She composed Tenes in early 
\ life, and adapted the iitemy prefenien. 
I She died at Clifton, in Septonber 1833. 
'■y her writdnga ahe amassed a fortune of £S0,00O, a 
Uiiid portion of which ahe bequeathed to charitable 
pnipoaea Her works, which are chiefl; on mbjects of 
practical relitpon, are pablided in eleven Tolnmea 



CHBiaiMAS HYMN. 

O HOW wond'roDS is the etorj 
Of our bleat Kedeemer's birth I 

See the mighty Lord of gloi; 
Leaves His heaven to viut eartlL 



Hear with ti . . 

Hear the Ooapsl's joyful sound, 
Christ appears in hnmsn nature, 

In our sinful world is found. 
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Ck>me8 to pardon onr transgreasioii, 

Like ft cloud our sins to blot ; 
Comes to His own fayonred nation, 

But His own reoeiTe Him not. 

If the angels who attended 

To declare the Saviour's birth, 
Who from heaven with songs descended 

To proclaim good-will on earth. 

If, in pity to our blindness, 

Q?hey had brought the pardon needed, 
Still Jehovah's wond'rous kindness 

Had our warmest hopes exceeded. 

If some prophet had been sent 

With salvation's joyful news, 
Who that heard the blest event 

Could their warmest love refuse f 

But 'twas He to whom in heaven 

Hallelujahs never cease ; 
He, the mighty God, was given, 

Gtiven to us a Prince of peace. 

Kone but He who did create us 

Could redeem from sin and hell ; 
Kone but He could reinstate us 

In the rank from which we felL 

Had He come, the glorious Stranger, 
Decked with all the world calls great ; 

Had He lived in pomp and grandeur, 
Crowned with more than royal state ; 

Still our tongues, with praise o'erflowing. 
On such boundless love would dwell ; 

Still our hearts, with rapture glowing, 
Feel what words could never tell. 
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But what wonder should it raise 
Thus our lowest state to bonow 1 

the high mysterious ways, 
GKxl's own Son a child of sorrow 1 

*Twa8 to bring us endless pleasure 
He our suffering nature bore ; 

'Twas to give us heavenly treasure 
He was willing to be poor. 

Come, ye rich, surrey the stable 
Where your infant Saviour lies ; 

From your full o'erflowlng table 
Send the hungry good supplies. 

Boast not your ennobled stations, 
Boast not that you 're highly fed ; 

Jesus — hear it all ye nations — 
Had not where to lay His head. 

Learn of me, thus cries the Saviour, 
If my kingdom you 'd inherit ; 

Sinner, quit your proud behaviour. 
Learn my meek and lowly spirit! 

Come, ye servants, see your station 
Freed from all reproach and shame, 

He who purchased your salvation 
Bore a servant's humble name. 

Come, ye poor, some comfort gather, 
Faint not in the race you run ; 

Hard the lot your gracious Father 
Ghkve His dear. His only Son. 

Think that if your humbler stations 
Less of worldly good bestow. 

You escape those strong temptations 
YHiich from wealth and grandeur flow. 



i 



See, TOur B&Tioar is ucended, 
See, He looks witli pit; down 1 

Trust Him, all will soon be mended, 
Bear Hill en«, Too'lliihure Hiacnnrn. 



MICHAEL BRUCE, 

j^ICH \BL BEnCE, a Bhort-UTed poet of 
mrkabSe promise, waa botn of hoinble 
r nte ut the Tillage of Einneswood, 
% K anas lime, in 1716. Duringsciini- 
1 1 of four fears, he stndied at Bdin- 
I UoiTenrity ; he w»a snhseqiientlj 
emplajed m teacher of an adventaie-school at FoTTeet 
Hill, near Alloa. He died of consumption in Jul; 
1767, in his twentj-Gist yeai. An obelisk denotes his 
grave in the chnrohjard of Fortmoak. Simplidt; and 
tendemeBB are the charaeteristics of his poetry. 

ODE TO apRma. 

Haw Bpring retnms, but not to me retnma 
The Tsnial joj my better years hare known ; 

Dim in my breast life's dying taper burns. 
And aU the joys of life with health are flown. 



Storting and BLiT-rinB in th' inconstant wind, 
MeagTB and pale, tlie ghost of what I w»^ 

Beneath some blasted tree I lie reclined. 
And cDont the silent momenta as tbej pas& 
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The winged moments, whose nnstaying speed 
No art can stop, or in their course arrest, 

Whose flight shall shortly count me with the dead, 
And lay me down in peace with them that rest. 

Oft morning dreams presage approaching fate, 
And morning dreams, as poets tell, are true ; 

Led by pale ghosts I enter death's dark gate, 
And bid the reahns of light and life adieu. 

I hear the helpless wail, the shriek of woe ; 

I see the muddy wave, the dreaiy shore. 
The sluggish streams that slowly creep below. 

Which mortals risit and return no more. 

Farewell, ye blooming fields ! ye cheerful plains ! 

Enough for me the churchyard's lonely mound. 
Where melancholy with still silence reigns, 

And the rank grass waves o'er the cheerless ground. 

There let me wander at the close of eve, 
When sleep sits dewy on the labourer's eyes ; 

The world and all its bu£fy follies leave. 
And talk with wisdom where my Daphnis lie& 

There let me sleep forgotten in the clay. 
When death shall shut these weary, aching eyes ; 

Best in the hope of an eternal day. 
Till the long night is gone, and the last mom arise. 



JOHN LOGAN. 

I^^^I^OHII LOOAir, an amineiit ScottiBh elergj- 
jje^'^l^ mui and eaored poet, was bam at Sontra, 
ii^ii Mid-Lothian, in 1748. He studied at the 
^'^^ UniTBTMty of Edinburgh, and being licensed 
J^^^^K to preaob, ira«, in 1778, ordainsd to the 
^Td^kI^ piitoisl idiarge of South Leith. In I7S6 
he leBigned Ms ehaige, and proceeding to London, 
emploTed himself in literaiy puisaita. His death took 
place in Deeember 1786. Logan is aathor of a con- 
siderable number of the Faiaphiwet! of the Boottish 
Chnich. His pnblished Sramons are modsls of 
Ghdstian oratoij. 

HEATKNLT 'WISDOM. 
BAPPT is the man who hears 
IiutmcUoa'B warning Toice j 
And wbo celeslial Wisdom mi^es 

His eulf , onl; ehoi<M. 
For she has treamra greater far 

Than east or west unfold ; 
And her rewaids mora preciooa an 

Than all their stores of gold. 
In her right hand ehe holds to view 

A length of bappj days ; 
Biches, with splendid hononis joined. 

Are what her left displays. 
She guides the yoong with innooetiM, 

In plessnre's patlis to tread ; 
A crown of glory she beelowB 
Upon the hoaij head 
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Aoooiding as her labooxs rise, 
So her rewards increase ; 

Her ways are ways of pleasantness^ 
And all her paths are i>eace. 



THE GREAT HIGH-PBIEST. 

Where high the Heav'nly Temple stands, 
The House of GKxl not made with hands, 
A great High-Priest our nature wears, 
The Gkuurdian of mankind appears. 

He who for men their Surety stood. 
And poured on earth his precious blood ; 
Pursues in heaVn his mighty plan, 
The SaTiour and the Friend of man. 

Though now ascended up on high, 
He bends on earth a Brother's eye ; 
Partaker of the human name, 
He knows the frailty of our frame. 

Our Fellow-suflPrer yet retains 
A fellow-feeling of our pains ; 
And still remembers in the skies 
His tears, and agonies, and cries. 

In ev'ry pang that rends the hearty 
The Man of Sorrows had a part ; 
He sympathises with our grief, 
And to the sufiTrer sends relief. 

With boldness therefore at the throne 
Let us make all our sorrows known ; 
And ask the aids of heav'nly power 
To help us in the evil hour. 



THB MOCTiniAIir OF THE LORD. 

Bbhold ! the monntam of the Lord 

In latter days shall rise 
Aboye the mountaiiis and the hil]% 

And draw the wond'ring eyeSi 

To this the joyful nations round, 
All tribes and tongues shall flow ; 

Up to the hill of God, they'll say, 
And to His house we'll go. 

The beam that shines from Zion hill - 

Shall lighten eVry land ; 
The King who reigns in Salem's toVrs 

Shall all the world command. 

No strife shall rage, nor hostile f ends 

Disturb those peaceful years ; 
To ploughshares men shall beat their swords^ 

To pruning-hooks their spearsL 

No longer hosts, enoount'ring hosts, 

Shall crowds of slain deplore ; 
They hang the trumpet in the hal]» 

And study war no more. 

Gome, then, oh come from eViy laud. 

To worship at His shrine ; 
And, walking in the light of Qod, 

With holy beauties shine. 



FBAYEB OF THE BELSEVEBL 

God of Abraham I by whose hand 

Thy people still are fed ; 
Who through this weary pigrimage 

Hast all our fathers led : 



Out ^on, ma -piajea, we dov pnaent 
Before Thy throne of grace; 

God of 001 bithere, be the Qod 
Of their eaoceeding nee. 

Through each perplexiiig path of life 
Oni mutd'ting foolateps guide ; 

QiFo us bj daf onr dail; bread, 
And raiment fit proride- 

Oh spread thj cov'ring wings aronnd, 

TUl ail OUT irsnd'rioga oesw ; 
And at oar Father's loved abode 

Oni Bouls arriTe in peace- 
Snob bleaingg from Tlij gradoue band 

Oni bumble prajera implore ; 
And Thon sbalt bo our choaen God, 

And portion erermore. 



WILLIAM CAMERON. 

[LLIAM CAMEKON waa bom in 17S1, 
-as educated at Maiiecbal College, 
[sen. In 17Sfi, he was ordained 
Mr of Kirknewton, in Mid-Lothian. 
la Basociated with Logan and otbera 
in preparing the Chnrch paraphrases, and 
isknown to have composed the Utb, 17th, and 66th of 
the series. He died in NoTember 1811. He ia the 
aaUior of two Tolomea of poems. 
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THE EEDEEMED IN OLOBT. 

How bright these glorious spirits shine t 
Whence all their white array f 

How came they to that blissful seat 
Of everlasting day ! 

Lo ! these are they from sufTrings greats 

Who came to realms of light, 
And in the blood of Christ have washed 

Those robes which shine so bright 

Now, with triumphal palms they stand 

Before the throne on high, 
And serve the God they love, amidjst 

The glories of the sky. 

His presence fills each heart with joy, 

Tunes eveiy mouth to sing : 
By day, by night, the sacred courts 

With glad hosannas ring. 

Hunger and thirst are felt no more, 

Nor Buns with scorching ray ; 
God is their Sun, whose cheering beams 

Diffuse eternal day. 

The Lamb which dwells amidst the throne 

Shall o'er them still preside ; 
Feed them with nourishment divine, 

And all their footsteps guide. 

'Mong pastures gieen He '11 lead his flook, 
Where living streams appear ; 

And Gk)d the Lotd from ev'ry eye 
Shall wipe off eViy tear. 



GEORGE CRABBE. 

fKABBB w&B bom at Albonnieh, in Bnffiilk, 
in ]75i. In hie fonrtecntli ^ear he VM 
ipprenbced to a Eoi^eon. He Bnbseqnenttf 
I Used pliyaic in iaa na.tJTe Tillage. 
^^^^ I nncing his profe«ion«l dntieB, he 
S(T^>^* I 'leded to London in 17SD w a literary 
sdventnrer After endnring mnoh privation in tlia 
mettripolie, he attracted the notice of Edmund Bnrke, 
vho became hia patron. Admitted to holy orden, he 
became chaplain to tLe Ihike of Rutland, Eabseqoently 
obtaining laiiouB piefenuenla. In 181S be wai 
appointed to the liriiig of Trowbridge, Wilbihice, vhich 
he held till bis death. That erent took place ia 
Febmat; 183% in hie serenty-eightli year. Of hii 
nomenns poetical vorku, the PariA Segitter hta 
obtained the hi^ieat reputation. 

TH£ CHBISriAS' FILGBIH. 
FiLSRni, bordenad with thy nn, 
Come the way to Zion's gate ; 
Thsre, till mercy apeaka within, 

Knock and weep, and watch and w^t. 
Knock — He knows the siDner's ciy, 

Veep— He lores the mourner's tears; 
Watch — for SBTing grace is Digh ; 

Wsit— till hearenly grace appears. 
Hark, it is thy SBviDor'g Toice J 

' Welcome, pilgrim, to tby rest' 
How within the gate rejoioe, 
Safe and owu^ and boo^t and blert. 



Safe from al! the Inrea of tIcs ; 

Owned — by joja the contrite know. 
Bonght — by lo™, and life the price ; 



Holy pilgrim I what for thee 
In a world Uke tiiis remains t 

From t!iy goarded breast shall flee 

Fear and shame, and doubt and paina. 

Fear — the hope of hsaTsn shall dee ; 
ne — from gloi^'a 



ROBERT BURNS. 

fHE giealeet of lyiio poefa, Bebert Born^ 
wai bom at AUoway, near Ayr, on 
the 2Bth of January 1769. His aitraor- 
dinaij capabilities were early noticed by his 
■^^•■■S-j^iy Eather, who waa a man of superior intelli- 
oT,. -.75 gencB ; but the straitened eircnmstanneB of 
the family necessitated hia haring soon to leave the 
Bohool-room for the plough. Id 17S6 he printed, by 
sabscriptjon, at Kilmarnock, a Tolnme of poems, and he 
proposed thereafter to emigrste to the West Indies. 
But the taronrable reception of his poems led him t« 
alter his intention. He proceeded U> Edinbnrgli, and 
waa/EtnJbjthemenDf letters in that capital Aeeoond 
enlarged editdou of his poems brought him the sum of 
^00. He thereafter made a tour to the more 
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interesting districts of the kingdom. His progress was 
marked hy a succession of hononrs and hospitalities. 
He now became a farmer in Domfriesshire, and added 
to the profits of his farm by accepting the appointment 
of an officer of Excise. In 1791 he abandoned his 
farm, and settled as an exciseman at Dumfries. He 
died there on the 21st of July 1796. The genins of 
Bums, especially as a song-writer, will command 
lasting admiration. 

THENINEnETH PSALM. 

Thou the first, the greatest friend 

Of all the human race ! 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

Their stay and dwelling-place. 

Before the moxmtains heayed their heads 

Beneath Thy forming hand ; 
Before this pond'rous globe itself 

Arose at Thy conunand. 

That power which raised and still upholds 

This universal frame ; 
From coxmtless unbeginning time 

Was ever still the same. 

Those mighty periods of years, 

Which seem to us so rast^ 
Appear no more before Thy sight 

Than yesterday that 's past 

Thou giT*st Thy word, Thy creature man, 

Is to existence brought ; « 
Again Thou say^st^ * Te sons of men, 

Bretum ye into nought.' 



Thou la;e«t tliein, witL all their cues, 

Id ererlaating eleep ; 
As with a. flood thoa tak'rt them off 

Witii ovflrwhelming swoep. 

Thej floniuh like the morning flov'r, 

Id beaatj'e pride air&jed ; 
Bat, long ete night, cnt down it liee, 

All wiUieied and decayed. 



lAUES GRAHAME. 

-^I^^^AMGS QBAHAME, sathor of the po«iD of 
Sjf ^^ The Saibali, <nw boni at Ola^ov in ITSC. 
^^^ Haring paised through a philoeophioal 
^^^ coioBo at flla^oTT College, and stndied law 
aKilr^B in the UniTermty of Bdinbncgh, he became, 
^■MWe iQ 17B1, a Writer to the Signet. In 1796 
he was called to tho Sai. In 1S09, haying aban- 
doned the legal profe«on, he obtained orderain the 
Cborch of England. He received Tarioue eccleidaatical 
prefennent«, and latterly held the carao; of Sedge- 
Geld, in the dioceae of ]>nrhBiD. He died at Qlaegov 
in September 1811. 

BBCOVXRT FROM SICKNESS. 
Thrsi ejea that vere half closed in death. 

Now dare the noontide blaze ; 
Uj voice, Uiat acane conid speak mf vanta, 

Kow hjmni Jehovah's pnuse. 
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How pleasant to my f eet» nnuBed 

To tread the diufiied ground 1 
How sweet to my unwonted ear 

The streamlet's lulling sound 1 

How soft the first breath of the breese 

That on my temples played I 
How sweet the woodland evening-song^ 

Full floating down the glade ! 

But sweeter £ar the lark, that soars 
Through moming*s blushing ray ; 

For then, unseen, unheard, I join 
His lonely, heavenward lay. 

And sweeter still that infant voice, 

With all its artless charms ; 
*Twas such as he that Jesus took, 

And cherished in His aims. 

Lord, my GK>d t all these delights 

I to Thy mercy owe ; 
For Thou hast raised me from the oouch 

Of sickness, pain, and woe. 

'Twas Thou that from the 'whelming wave 

My sinking soul redeemed ; 
'Twas Thou ^t o'er destruction's storm 

A calming radiance beamed. 



BABONESS NAIRN. 



Tf|P?! 1 II lire, m Jnly 1766. In 1806 she 
^^3 [I 1 the twid of Major William Mun^ 

*«>.n-o ' "'' "" ^^^ "" pennitlad to 

S* '* thetiile of Baron Nairn, consequent 

on Uis re eraal of the att^sder of that title. Ladj 
Saira died at Goak, in October 181S, in her 7ath 
j«ax. She vas mdelj known for her varied accom- 
pliahments, and held in high ealeem for her ChriaUan 
vinth. Some jeaia mbaeqaent to her death, ahe vaa 
discovered to have wntlea aanj of the popular 
Scottieh aonga whicli had appealed anonjmonil]' 
during the half-eentuiy. The following aaeied lyrics 
weie in a fonuer publication, printed from hei MS. 
bj the «ditor of tie present work. 

WOCID YOU BS YODKG AOADIl 



One tear to memory giren 

Onward I'd hie. 
Life's dark flood forded o'er. 
All but at rest on altore ; 
Bay, would yon plunge once mon^ 

With home so nigh ) 
If yon might, would yon now 

Betrace your w^ I 
Wander throng atormy wilda, 

Funt and astray t 
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Night^B gloomy watches fled, 
Morning all beaming red ; 
Hope's smiles around ns shed, 
Heavenward — away. 

Where, then, are those dear onefl» 
Our joy and delight ? 

Dear and more dear, though now 
Hidden from sight. 

Where they rejoice to be^ 

There is the land for me ; 

Fly, time, fly speedily ; 
Gome, life and light. 



BEST IS NOT HEBE. 

What *s this yain world to me f 

Best is not here ; 
False are the smiles I see, 

The mirth I hear. 
Where is youth's joyful glee ? 
Where all once dear to me f 
Gone, as the shadows flee — 

Best is not here. 

Why did the morning shine 
Blithely and fair I 

Why did those tints so fine 
Vanish in air? 

Does not the vision say, 

Faint, lingering heart, away; 

Why in tUs desert stay- 
Dark land of care 1 



-A 
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Where souls angelic soaTi 

Thither repur ; 
Let this Tain world no more 

Lull and ensnare. 
That heaven I loye so well 
Still in my heart shall dwell ; 
All things around me tell 

Best is found there. 



THE DEAD WHO HAVE DIED IN THE LORD. 

Qo, call for the mourners, and raise the lament, 
Let the tresses be torn, and the garments be rent ; 
But weep not for him who is gone to his rest, 
Nor mourn for the ransomed, nor wail for the blest. 
The sun is not set» but is risen on high. 
Nor long in corruption his body shall lie — 
Then let not the tide of thy gneia overflow, 
Nor the music of heaven be discord below ; 
Ba>ther loud be the song, and triumphant the chord. 
Let us joy for the dead who hare died in the Lord. 

Qo, call for the mourners, and raise the lament. 
Let the tresses be torn, and the garments be rent ; 
But give to the living thy passion of tears, 
Who walk in this valley of sadness and fears ; 
Who are pressed by the combat, in darkness are lost, 
By the tempest are beat^ on the billows are tossed: 
Oh, weep not for those who shall sorrow no more, 
Whose warfare is ended, whose combat is o*er ; 
Let the song be exalted, be triumphant the chord, 
And rejoice for the dead who have died in the Lord. 



MRS OPIB- 

A. ALDBBSOIf, daughter of ft phTiieJu 

n Nonricb, wai bom in Noyembtr 17S9. 

I In 1798 slie became the vife of John Opie, 

e celebrated painter. Prom her youth, 
l^^n,/nj •■' "^ devoted te literarj puranita, and 
W^'^ in ill/ of hor tales, wMch ace of an eminently 
moral tendency, retain a large meaanie of popnlaiity. 
She disd at Norwich in December 18S3, at the age of 
eighty-foar. Hra Opie pnbliahed in 1 831 a Tolnme of 
Mcied poeme, entitled Zaj/i for Ou Jhad. 

TO A DYING FRIEND, 
Tbikb te light on the hille, and the ralley is pait^ 

Aacend, happy pilgrim, illy laboan are o'er ; 
The aunshine of heaTen aroond thee ia cast. 

And thy veak donbtiiig footetepa can falter no more. 
On, pilgrim, that hill richly mrcled iritli. rayi 

I> Zion 1 Lo, there in ' the city of aainta I ' 
And the beanties, the gloriea, that region diaplayi^ 

Inapiration's own langoage imperfectly painta. 
Bat the 'gate of one pearl ' to thee opened shall be, 

And thou all ite beeutiea and gloriea behold ; 
The SaTiour on entrance has porchased for thee, 

And thy dwelling hencefottii ia the city of gold. 
And, perhaps, in the portal, the glorified band 

Of kindred and frienda long removed from thy mght, 
Breathing weloome and bli«, around thee irill ataiid, 

Airayed in their gormente of heavenly light. 



She hu> knocked, she haa entered I bleat apirit, fire- 
weUl 

We rejoice in tli; blin, though out Ion we deplore ; 
It ii joj Hut thon art where the bleased oncB dwell, 

Bat oil 1 it is grief we behold (hee no more. 



JA MES H0 6O. 

lOGG, the Ettride Shepherd, -tob 
am at Bttriek, Selkiriuhire, in 1T70. 
[e conld not Te>d till eighteen, nor write 
\ tUl Gve and twenty. He pniEoed the 
I oecDpatJoa ot a ehepherd till the 
% Bge ot forty, when he proceeded to Edin- 
bntgb, to begin a liteiorj eareer. Hie life wae »f t«r- 
wude attended willi, good-fortona, checkered b; some 
leretan ; he became the eaeooato of Sir Walter Bootl^ 
and oUieT diatingnished oontempotaries, and aoqviied 
wide eelebrit; aa a poet. Hia beat poem. The Qt4w»'i 
Wait, haa paaaad thnragh many editiona. In ISIS, 
he remored from Bdinbnrgh to the pastoral farm ol 
Altrive laie, in Yarrow, whore he chieflj rafflded (ill 
bie death, whioh took place in Norember 163B. 
Hogg ranks neit to Buns among the p< 
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DWELLER m HEA^VEN. 

Dweller in heaven high, Buler below t 

Fain would I know TboQ, yet tremble to know: 

How can a mortal deem, how may it be, 

That being can ne^er be but present with Thee f 

Is it true that thou sawest me ere I saw the mom f 

Is it true that Thou knewest me before I was bom I 

That nature must live in the light of Thine eye f 

This knowledge for me is too great and too high ! 

That, fly I to noonday, or fly I to nighty 

To shroud me in darkness, or bathe me in light ; 

The light and the darkness to Thee are the sam^ 

And still in Thy presence of wonders I am ? 

Should I with the dove to the desert repair. 

Or dwell with the eagle in clough of the air. 

In the desert afar— on the monntain'B wild biink — 

From the eye of Omnipotence still must I shrink 1 

Or mount I on wings of the morning away 
To caves of the ocean unseen by the day, 
And hide in these uttermost parts of the sea» 
Even there to be living and moving in Thee 1 
Nay, scale I the cloud, in the heavens to dwell^ 
Or make I my bed in the shadows of hell, 
Can science expound, or humanity frame — 
That stiU Thou art present, and all are the same. 

Yes, present for ever. Almighty, Alone, 
Great Spirit of Nature — unbounded, unknown ! 
What mind can embody Thy presence divine ? 
I know not my being, how can I Thine ? 
Then humbly and low in the dust let me bend, 
And adore what on earth I cm ne'er comprehend ; 
The mountains may melt^ and the elements flee, 
Yet an universe stUl be rejoicing in Thee. 
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THE OOYENANTER'S SCAFFOLD HTlfN. 

SiNO with me, sing with me t 
Weeping brethren, sing with me ; 
For now an open heaven I see. 
And a crown of glory laid for me. 
How mj sonl this earth despises, 
How my heart and spirit rises, 
Botmding from the flesh I sever, 
World of ein, adien for ever 1 

Sing with me, sing with me ! 
Friends in Jesus, sing with me, 
All my sufferings, all my woe, 
All my griefs I here forego. 
Farewell terrors, sighing, grieving, 
Praying, hearing, and believing ; 
Earthly trust, and all its wronginga^ 
Earthly love, and all its longings ! 

Sing with me, Enng with me I 
Blessed spirits, sing with me ; 
To the Lamb our song shall be, 
Through a glad eternity ! 
Farewell earthly mom and even, 
Sun and moon, and stars of heaven. 
Heavenly portals ope before me. 
Welcome, Christ in all thy glory ! 
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baronet. Pecnniaiy losBes, which he experioiced in 
1826, indnoed him to increase hie litenuy ezertioni^ 
which were ah-eady axdnouB. An iUnees sapenrened, 
in 1880, which in September 1832 terminated fatally. 
His remains are interred in Diybnigh Abbey. 

WHEN ISRAEL OF THB LOBD BELOVED. 

Whbit Israel of the Lord beloved, 

Out from the land of bondage came ; 
Her father's Qtod before her moved. 

An awful guide in smoke and flame. 
By day along the astonished lands 

The cloudy pillar glided slow ; 
By nighty Arabians crimsoned sands 

Betnmed the fieiy column's glow. 

There rose the coral hymn of praise, 

And trump and timbrel answered keen ; 
And Zion's daughters x)oured their lays 

With priest's and warrior's voice between. 
No portents now our foes amaze. 

Forsaken Israel wanders lone ; 
Our fathers would not know Thy ways. 

And Thou hast left them to tiieir own. 

But present still, though now unseen, 

Wben brightly shines the prosperous day ; 
Be thoughts of Thee a cloudy screen 

To temper the deceitful ray. 
And oh, when stoops on Judah's path, 

In shade and storm the frequent night ; 
Be Thou long-suffering, slow to wrath, 

A burning and a ahiniTig light. 
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Out harpB we left by Babel's streams, 

The tyrant^s pest, the Gentile's scorn ; 
No censer lonnd our altar beams, 

And mate are timbrel, trump, and bom. 
But Thou bast said, the blood of goat. 

The flesh of rams, I will not prize; 
A contrite heart, a humble thought, 

Are mine accepted sacrifice. 



DAT OF JUDGMENT. 

Thx day of wrath ! that dreadful day, 
When heaven and earth shall pass away! — 
What power shall be the sinncs's stay f 
Whom shall he trust that dreadful day? 

When, shriVIing like a i>arched scroll, 
The flaming heavens together roll ; 
When louder yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump that wakes the dead. 

Oh, on that day, that wrathful day. 
When man to judgment wakes from clay, 
Be Thou, oh Christ ! the sinner's stay. 
Though heaven and earth shall pass awaj. 




JAHE8 HONTGOHSBT. 

3 UONTOOMERT -waa bom at Trviue, 
J Ajrahiw, in Noiember 1771. Ho was 
diictled at ths Horavian BettlEmeat of 
^'^^ Fulneok, near Leeds. After occnpriiig a 
number of nncoDgenial atnationi, he 
ittimcs >i> l>i' ^iBt Tear, asmstaot to a 
bookseller in Sheffield. He aoqnired the propert; of 
a local nenapaper, which he ablf and ■accessfnllf 
condaded. Bia first Tolome of poemi, under the title 
of i'7-inin Jntvwnunti, appeared in 1797. In 1S25 
he retired fiom hie editorial duties but coniinned to 
nude at Sheffield. He died (here in April 1SS4, in 
hia S2d jieor. For a. number of Tean he enjoyed a 
dnl'list peniioD of £160. A volume of hjnmi from 
hia pen appeared about a jeer prior to hia deceaoe. 
PBAVER. 
FsAna ia the aonl'a dnoere deeire, 

Cnattered or eipreeeed ; 
The motJOQ of a hidden fire 

That trembles in the breast. 
Froyer ia the burthen of a aigli, 

The falling of a tear, 
The upward glancing of an eje 
When DOne bat Qod is near. 
Prajer is the rampieBt fonn of qieech 

That infant lipa can I17 ; 
Prayer the aablimeBt atiaini that reach 
'Shi Majestj on high. 
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Frayer is the Christian's vital bnath. 

The Christiaii's natire air ; 
His watchword at the gates of death, 

He enters heaven by prayer. 

Prayer is the contrite sinner's voioe^ 

BLetnming from his ways, 
While angels in their songs rejoice^ 

And say, * Behold he prays ! ' 

The saints in prayer appear as one 

In word, and deed, and mind. 
When with the Father and his Son, 

Their fellowship they find. 

Nor prayer is made on earth alone^ 

The holy spirit pleads; 
And Jesus, on the eternal throne, 

For sinners intercedes. 

Thou, by whom we come to God, 

The life, the troth, the way ; 
The path of prayer Thyself hast trode^ 

Lord, teach us how to pray. 



THE GRAVE. 

Thsre is a calm for those who weep^ 
A rest for weary pilgrims found : 
They softly lie, and sweetly sleep, 
Low in the ground. 

The storm that wrecks the wintry sky. 
No more disturbs their deep repose^ 
Than summer evening's latest dgh 
That shuts the rose. 
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I long to lay this pamfol hoad, 
And aching heart beneath the soil ; 
To dumber in that dreamless bed, 
From all my toil. 

The grave that never spake before, 
Hath found at length a tongue to chide ; 
listen !— I will speak no more ; 
Be silent, pride. 

Art thou a mourner? hast thou known 
The joy of innocent delights ; 
Endearing days for ever flown. 
And tranquil nights f 

live ! and deeply cherish still 
The sweet remembrance of the past; 
Rely on heaven's unchanging will 
For peace at last. 

Though long of winds and waves the sport, 
Condemned in wretchedness to roam. 
Live ! thou shalt reach a sheltering port, 
■ A quiet home. 

Seek the true treasure seldom found, 
Of power the fiercest griefs to calm ; 
And soothe the bosom's deepest woimd 
With heavenly calm. 

Whate'er thy lot, where'er thou be^ 
Confess thy folly, kiss the rod ; 
And in thy chastening sorrows see 
The hand of Qod. 

A bruised reed he will not break. 
Afflictions all his children feel ; 
He wounds them for his mercy's sake, 
He wounds to heal 1 
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Humbled beneath his mighty hand, 
Prostrate his providence adore ; 
'Tis done ! arise I He bids thee stand, 
To fail no more. 

Now, trayeller in the yale of tearsi 
To realms of everlasting light, 
Through time's dark wilderness of yean 
Pursue thy flight. 

There is a calm for those who weep, 
A rest for weary pilgrims found ; 
And, while the mouldering ashes sleep 
Low in the ground. 

The soul of origin divine, 
Gbd's glorious image freed from clay. 
In heaven's eternal sphere shall shine 
A star of day ! 

The sun is but a spark of fire, 

A transient meteor in the sky ; 

The soul, immortal as its sire. 

Shall never die ! 



NATUBE. 



Ths Qod of nature and of gnice 

In all His works appears ; 
IBb goodness through the earth we trace^ 

Hiis grandeur in the spheres. 

Behold this fair and fertile globe, 
By Him in wisdom planned ; 

*TwB8 He who girded like a robe 
The ocean round the land. 
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Lift to the finnament your eye. 

Thither His path puisne ; 
Bis gloiy, boundless as the sky, 

Overwhelms the wondering view. 

He bows the heavens ; the mountains stand 

A highway for their God ; 
He walks amidst the desert land, 

'Tis Eden where He trod. 

The forests in His strength rejoice ; 

Hark ! on the evening breese, 
As one of old, the Lord God'a voice 

Is heard among the trees. 

Here on the hills He feeds His herds. 

His flocks on yonder plains ; 
Ws praise is warbled by the birdi^ 

Oh| could He catch their strains ! 

Mount with the lark, and bear our song 

Up to the gates of light ; 
Or, with the nightingale prolong 

Our numbers through the ni^t I 

In eveiy stream His bounty flowa^ 

Diffusing joy and wealth ; 
In eveiy breeze His spirit blows 

The breath of life and health. 

His blessings fall in plenteous showers 

Upon the lap of euih, 
That teems with foliage^ fruit, and flower% 

And rings with in&mt mirth. 

If God hath made this world so fair, 

Where sin and death abound, 
How beautiful beyond compare 

Will Paradise be found ! 



HBS INGLIS. 

giReARST KAJtWBLL MTOKAT ww 
at Sanqdliai', SnmfiieBiliire, in 
Ortolwr 1 774. She *ae twica msnied — 
to a p«WD named Finll?, vho 
II post in the hat; ; Bercadl;, to 
- - . Juhu laglu, aa officer of the EidiBe. 
In 1323 gfae became a widov for the Boocmd tdme. 
She thereafter redded ia Edinhurgh till her death, 
which took place in December 1613. She puhliahed 
a uoall Tolnme of niweUaoeaiu poems in 18SS. The 
following sacred Ijric from her pen wai in a tDnu«r 
■walk published hj the editor from the origiiuJ H8. 
WHEN 8HA1J, WE HnBTT AOAWI 
Warn shall «e meet spin, 

When shall peace wreatlie ber cbun 

Ronnd no for ever I 
When shall our heart* repose 

Safe from each breath that blov^ 
In this dark world of woes I 

Kever! oh, oerer 1 
Fsie's mmlenting hand 

Long may divide ni ; 
Tet in one holj land 

One God shall.gnide ns. 
Then, on that happy xhort^ 

Care ne'er shall reach na more ; 
Earth's Tain delosiou o'er, 

Angels bedde OS. 



Then, ■where no stomu can ohjllj 

FaJfa friends deceive us ; 
Wbsre, with protracted tliiill, 

Hope aumot griere lu. 
There with the pure k heart, 

F&r from fate's reiiamed dart; 
There nhall wa meet to part 

Hever ! oh, noTer I 



BOBEBT SOUTHET. 

^^WOBEKT 80UTBBT was bom at Briitol in 
Se^^ 1771. He studied at Balidl Collie, Oxford. 
^M^ ^^ SDceesiETe^ t««alv«d to adopt the clet!- 
^^^ onl, medical, and legal profeanoiu, bat 
^^j_^^ uhajidoned each, became a poet, and a 
^WeWi luDGt deroted man of letters. In 1803 he 
Kttled at Greta Hall, uesi Eeawick, where he redded 
till the period of his deatL He was appointed poet- 
lanreate in 1813. A dvil-list penaoa of £300 iras 
conferred on him in 1835. His death took place in 
March 1643. 

LOTE NE7ER TAILETH. 

Tbbt sin who tell na lore can £e : 
Witli life all other pasdons Sj, 
All other* are but vanity. 
In heaven smbiUon cannot dwell, 
Hoi amice in the vault of holl : 



Skid)]; thcie pasaoni of Uie etuib, 

They perish whera Ihey h&d their birth ; 

fiut lore is indestruclible : 

Ita hoi; flune tor ever hntneth; 

Prom heaTen it csme, to hesTen rotonieth ; 

Too oft on sarth ■ troubled gaest. 

At timps deceived, at tima distieat, 

It here is tried and purified, 

It hath in heaven ite perfect rest ; 

It Boweth bere in toil uid eare. 

But the harrest-time of lore is thero. 

O 1 when the mother me«ti on high 

The babe ihe lost in infuur, 

Hath ahe not then for all her fean, 

The anxiona day, the walchfnl night. 

For all her aoirom, pain^ and t«an, 

An ovei~paynient of delight I 



THOMAS CAMPBELL. 

p^A^^HOMAB CAMFBBLL vai bom at Ola^ow 
^^a^ in July 1777, and educated at the Univer- 
^SSS^ Eit; i>f Qiat dty. He wmta Tersea from 
Slfatg tCj bcyhood, and prodneed, in hia S2d year, hia 
^E,.,^^ immorta] poem. Tie Plauiutt of Si^e. 
^rMiSts After a few yeaia' leaidenoe in the Scottish 
capital, hs proceeded to London in 180S, A dril- 
liat penaion of £200 was ooafsmd on him dnring the 
pmnienhip of Charlea Fox ; bat tbia annnity wu 
largely nipplemented by suma which be continned to 
leedTe from the nle of hia worki, and aa a oontribntoi 
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to the leading periodica3s. In 1825 he aided Lord 
Brougham in establishing the London TJniverEity. 
He was in the following year elected Lord Bector of 
the University of Glasgow — an honour repeated on 
two subsequent occasions. He died at Boulogne, in 
July 1844, in his 67th year. His remains are interred 
in Westminster Abbey. 

THB NATIVITY. 

Whbk Jordan hushed his waters still, 

And silence slept on Zion hill ; 

When Bethlehem's shepherds through the nighty 

Watched o*er their flocks by stany light : 

Hark ! from the midnight hills around, 
A voice, of more than mortal sound. 
In distant hallelujahs stole, 
Wild murmuring o'er the raptured soul. 

Then swift to every startled eye, 
New streams of glory light the sky ; 
Heaven bursts her azure gates, to pour 
Her spirits to the midnight hour. 

On wheels of light, on wings of flame^ 
The glorious hosts of Zion came ; 
High heaven with songs of triumph rung, 
While thus they struck their harps and sung : 

Zion ! lift thy raptured eye. 
The long-expected hour is nigh ; 
The joys of nature rise again. 
The Pnnce of Salem comes to reign. 

See, mercy from her golden urn, 
Fours a rich stream to them that mourn { 
Behold, she binds with tender care^ 
The bleeding bosom of despair. 



He oonwB to cheer the trembling beaii, 
Bids Sataik and Ua hott depart ; 
Again the da^-star gOds the gloom, 
Again the bovera of Eden bloom. 
Zion I lift th; raptoied eje, 
The long-expected hoor is mgh ; 
The iojB of natnre riao again, 
The Prince of Salem comei to reign. 



THO MAS MO OBE. 

^^I^HOMAS HOOEE was bom at Dublin on tbe 
Sg^W SSth of Ha; 1779. Bdneated at Trini^ 
|£^|!| Colkge, he there giadnated In 1798. Ha 
^^^ anbseijiientl; prosecated legal studieB in 
ff'JK^W ^'"^'"'- ^'^ ^^"^ ^' ''^' appointed 
5^^^*; regialiar of Bennuda, hnt he speedilj re- 
liitqiiiafafld thia poat. He had appeared aa a poet in 
1800 ; and he now tewilTed to devote Mnuetf to Uie 
profeaaian of lettera. A lengthened brilliant career u 
a poet vas acknovledgrd in 1836, by hia receiring a 
civil-list pension of iCSOO. He died on the 2Sth ol 
Pebmat; 1852. Hia memoiia and eorreipondenoe 
have been pnbliahed in eigbt octaTO Tolnmee, under 
the editorial care of Iioid John KnmelL 

QOD THB ONLY COMFOKTEB. 

Thou I who dij'at tbe moainer'a tear. 
How dark thia vorid would be, 

If, when deceived and wounded here. 
We could not Bj to Thee! 
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The friends who in our sonahine live, 
When winter comes, are flown ; 

And he who has but tears to give, 
Must weep those tears alone. 

But Thou wilt heal that broken hearty 
Which, like the plants that throw 

Their fra^;rance from the wounded part, 
Breathes sweetness out of woe, 

When joy no longer soothes or cheers^ 
And eren the hope that threw 

A moment*s sparkle o*er our teani^ 
Is dimmed and vanished too t 

Oh ! who would bear Iife*s stormy doom, 

Did not Thy wing of love 
Oome, brightly waiting through the gloom, 

Our peace-branch from above 1 

Then sorrow, touched by Thee, grows bright 
With more than rapture's ray ; 

As darkness shews us worlds of light 
We never saw by day. 



THE GLORY OF GOD IN HEAVEN. 

Thott art, God t the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see ; 

Its glow by day, its smile by night, 
ije but- reflections caught from Thee. 

Where'er we turn, Thy glories shine, 

And all things &ir and bright are thine. 

When day, with farewell beam, delays 
Among the opening clouds of even, 

And we can almost think w^ gaze 
Through golden vistas into heaven: 

Those hues, that make, the sun's decline 

So floft^ so radiant, Lord I ajre Thine. 



WABDLAW. 
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When nighty with wings of stany gloom, 
O'enhadowB all the earth and skies^ 

Like some dark beauteous bird, whose plume 
Is sparkling with unnumbered eyes: 

That sacred gloom, those fires divine, 

So grand, so countless, Lord I are Thine. 

When youthful spring around us bzeatheSi 
Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh ; 

And every flower the summer wreathes^ 
Is bom beneath that innilliTig Eye. 

Where'er we turn, Thy glories shine. 

And all things bright and fair are Thine. 



RALPH WARDLAW, DJ). 




^N eminent olergjrman and theological writer, 
Balph Wardlaw was bom at Dalkeith, 
Mid-Lothian, on the 22d of December 1779. 
In his twelfth year he entered the Uniyer- 
Bity of Glasgow ; he subsequently became 
a student of the Secession Church. As a 
preacher, he joined the OongregationaHsts, under the 
auspices of tiie Brothers Haldane, and was in 1803 
ordained to the peatorate of a chapel in Albion Street^ 
Glasgow. In 1811 he was appointed Professor of 
Divinity in the Glasgow Theological Academy of the 
Oongrogationalist church. He died at Glasgow on the 
17th December 1 853. Dr Wardlaw edited a collection 
of hymns for the use of the Scottish Congregationalists. 
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PKAISE FOB DIVIKE GOODNESSw 

Lin* up to God the voice of praise, 
Whose breatli our souls inspired : 

Loud and more loud the anthem raise, 
With grateful ardour fired. 

Lift up to God the voioe of praise, 

Whose tender care sustains 
Our feeble frame, encompassed round 

With death's unnumbered pains. 

Lift up to GK)d the voice of praise, 
Whose goodness, passing thought. 

Loads evexy minute as it flies, 
With benefits unsought. 

Lift up to God the voice of praise^ 

From whom salvation flows ; 
Who sent His Son our souls to sav9 

From everlasting woes. 

Lift up to Qod the voice of praise. 

For hope's transporting ray, 
Which lights through darkest shades of death 

To realiQS of eudless day. 



BEHOia> THE LAJfB OF GOD. 

CovTSMPLATE, saints, the source divine. 
Whence all your joys have flowed : 

With wondering minds, and praising hearts, 
* Behold the Lamb of God !* 

Redeemed from wrath, and from the stroke 

Of Heaven's avenging rod, 
pouring his precious blood for you, 

< BehoW the Lamb of God!' 



Freed fiom the ponga of 

And vQ^fl offiicUog load. 
To Jeeoa' blood yoa owe joor grace, 

' Behold the Lamb of Qodl' 
With hol7 mind, and heart reneired, 

Eun jstbe nonxiw toad; 
HU sprinkled blood has cleansed four nal^ 

'Behold the Lamb of Qodl' 
Eaeh heaienlj blemng jo receiT^ 

ThroDgh Jeaoa is baatoned ; 
In every good jour bddIs poaaeB^ 

' Behold Uie Uaab at Ood 1 ' 
Hope ;e in heaTcn with Qod at last 

To find your blessed abode t 
Still, as the groiind of all foor bope^ 

' B«hold the Lamb of Ood I ' 



GERARD T. NOEL. 

UW^BB second aon of Sir Cleraid IToel, Baionet, 
&" 9^ and the Bacaness Banham, the sabjeet of 
a hr t*'" ^^^ notice was bom on the 2d December 
g^|V' 17S2. He studied at the VniTeinties of 
^ifjh^' Bdinbnigh and Cambridge. Devoting him- 
>\"'T . ( I ffilf t« the sacred profession, he held ft 
iCCessioi] of livings in the Choicb of Bngland. Hs 
Ets orduned to the cniscy oE Badwell, Hertfordshire, 
id was latteil; appointed vicar of Komse;, and a 
jion of the Cathedial of Winchester. He died at 
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Bomsqr on the 24tih. Febmaiy 1851. A man of earnest 
piety and imobtrnsiye merit) he deroted his best 
eneigies to the disehaige of ministerial duty. His 
yoonger brother, the Hon. and Ber. Baptist Noel, is 
well known for his Christian deyotedness. 

THIS DO IN BEMEMBRANCE OF M& 

If human kindness meets retnm, 

And owns the grateful tie ; 
If tender thoughts within ns bum, 

To feel a friend is nigh: 

1 shall not warmer accents tell 

The gratitude we owe 
To Him who died, our fears to quell, 

Our more than orphan's woe 1 

While yet His anguished soul surveyed 
Those pangs he would not flee ; 

What love ^s latest words displayed — 
' Meet and remember me I ' 

Bemember Thee ! Thy death, Thy shame^ 

Our sinful hearts to share t 
Memory, leave no other name 

But His recorded there 1 



BISHOP HEBER. 

3|g^l£EQINALD ElBBBB, D.D., waa bom in 
ji rl ^ April 1T8S, St UttlpM, in ChMhiie. He 
S JMi ^ Btudiail »t Oifotd, and wu eieol«d a Fellow 
^ t^i g of All SooW CoUege. Bui; in the ceDtui? 
^ ^■'•J 3 ''^ oliliMiied th« chiutli-living of Hodnet. 
9^^^K In 1S23 lie was appointed to the bishc^iic 
of Oiltnilt*. He died while bathing at Timt^binopoli, 
on the 2d of April 182S. His Tarione publjcaiiona 
an held in much eeteem, and lome of his qiirit^ial 
BOD^ bare jwdlf attained a high degree ot popnlaritj. 

IDBSIOKABT KYKS. 

Fbok GiBenknd'a i<7 inoiint«ini, 

From India'! cotsl itiand, 
Whore AMo's mmny foontaina 

BoU down thdr golden sand ; 
From man; an andent river. 

From many a palm; plain. 
The; call ns to deliver 

liar land from erroi'a chain. 

What though the ipic; breeiea 

Blow soft o'er Java's isle, 
Though ever; pmapect plenpw, 

And only man ie vile ; 
In vain, with lavish hindneaa, 

The gifts of Qod are strewn, 
The heathen, in hia blindnee^ 

Bowe down to wood and gtooe I 
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Can we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high; 
Can we to men henighted 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation ! oh, salvation ! 

The jojrful sound proclaim, 
Till each remotest nation 

Has learned Messiah's name. 

Waft, waft, ye winds, his stoiy. 

And you, ye waters, roll, 
Q^ll, like a sea of glory. 

It spreads from pole to pole. 
Till o'er our ransomed nature, 

The Lamh, for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign ! 



THE BIRTH OF CHBIST. 

Bbightbst and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid ; 

Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Q-uide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

Cold on His cradle the dew-drops are shining^ 
Low lies His head with the beasts of the stall ; 

Angels adore Him, in slumber reclining. 
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all ! 

Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion, 
Odours of Edom, and ofTrings divine, 

Qems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean. 
Myrrh from the f oreist, and gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation, 

Vainly with gifts would His favour secure ; 

Richer by far is the heart's adoration. 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 
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Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid ; 

Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Bedeemer is laid. 



CUBISnAN HTMIY. 

Bt ooel Siloam*8 shady rill 

How sweet the lily grows ! 
How sweet the breath beneath the hill 

Of Sharon's dewy rose ! 

Lo, such the child, whose early feet 

The paths of peace have trod ; 
Whose secret heart, with influence sweety 

Is upward drawn to God I 

By cool Siloam*s shady rill 

The lily must decay ; 
The rose that blooms beneath the hill 

Must shortly fade away. 

And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 

Of man's maturer age. 
Will shake the soul with sorrow's power, 

And stormy passion's rage I 

Thou, whose infant feet were found 

Within Thy Father's shrine I 
Whose years, with changeless yirtue orowned, 

Were all alike divine. 

Dependent on Thy bounteous breath. 

We seek Thy grace alone. 
In childhood, manhood, age, and death, 

To keep us stiU thine own ! 
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HELP, LOBD I OB WE FEBISH. 

Whbn through the torn sail the wild tempest is 

streaming, 
When o'er the dark wave the red lightning is gleam- 

ing^ 
Nor hope lends a ray, the poor seaman to cherish, 
We fly to OTzr Maker : * Help, Lord I or we perish.' 

Jesus ! onoe rocked on the breast of the billow, 
Aroused by the shriek of despair from Thy pillow; 
Now seated in gloiy, the mariner cherish. 
Who cries in his anguish^ ' Help, Lord I or we perish.' 

And oh ! when the whirlwind of passion is raging. 
When eon in our hearts his wild warfare is waging, 
Arise in Thy strength, Thy redeemed to cherifih ; 
Kebuke the destroyer : * Help, Lord ! or we perish.* 



DEATH OF A CHBISTIAN. 

Thou art gone to the grave, but we will not deplore 
thee. 
Though sorrows and darkness enrampass the tomb ; 
Thy Saviour has passed through its portal before thee. 
And the lamp of His love is thy guide through tiie 
gloom. 

Then art gone to the grave — ^we no longer behold thee. 
Nor tread the rou^ paths of the world by thy side ; 

But the wide arms of mer^ are spread to enfold thee. 
And sinners may hope, since the Sinless has died. 

Thou art gone to the grave, and, its mansion forsaking, 

Perhaps thy weak spirit in fear lingered long ; 
But the sunshine of heaven beamed bright on thy 
waking, 
And the sound which thou heard'st was the sera- 
phim's song ; 
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Thon art gone to the grare, bnt we will not deplore 
thee. 
Whose Gfod was thj ransom, thy guardian, and 
guide; 
He gaye thee, and took thee, and he wHI restore thee, 
iijid death has no sting, for the Saviour has died. 



THE BELIEVER'S PRAYER. 

Lord ! whose lore in power excelUng, 
Waahed the leper's stain away ; 

Jesus ! from thy heavenly dwelUng, 
Hear us, help us, when we pray. 

From the filth of vice and foUy, 
From infuriate passions* rage; 

Evil thoughts, and hopes unholy, 
Heedless youth, and selfish age: 

From the lusts whose deep pollutions 
Adam^s ancient taint disclose; 

From the tempter's dark intrusions. 
Restless doubt, and blind repose: 

From the miser's cursed treasure, 
From the drunkard's jest obscene; 

From the world— its pomp and pleasure, 
Jesus I Master I make us clean ! 



PRAYER FOR DIVINE HEROY. 

Oh blest were the accents of early creation, 
When the word of Jehovah came down from above, 

In the clods of the earth to infuse animation. 
And wake their cold atoms to life and to love ! 
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And mighty the tones wliicli the finnament Tended, 
When on wheels of the thunder, and wing& of the 
wind, 

By lightning and hail, and thick darkness attended, 
He uttered on Sinai his laws to mankind. 

And sweet was the voice of the First-bom of heayen, 
Though poor his apparel, though earthly his frame, 

Who said to the mourner, * Thy sins are forgiven 1' 
' Be whole' to the sick, and * Be still' to the storm. 

Judge of ihe world, when arrayed in thy glory, 
Thy summons again shall be heard from on high. 

While nature stands trembling and naked before thee, 
And waits on thy sentence to live ot to die. 

When the heaven shall fly fast from the sound of Thy 
thunder, 
And the sun in thy lightning grow languid and 
pale, 
And the sea yield her dead, and the tomb cleave 
asunder — 
In the hour of thy terrors, let mercy prevail I 



BERNARD BARTON. 

°|.,.^^FrNABD BAHTON wu barn at LondcD 

t^ n 1784. He wu employed in a banUng 
jiM. lUblisinuent at Woodbridge, Suffolk, from 
i ] IB tirentj'second jear iill within a short 
^^_,_a,|a. psnod of his decease. In 1812 he appeared 
7 '■ 7 j3 a poet J he snbaeqneatl; pDbliahed B«TeraI 
poetical works, ohiedj ot a reli^ua character. He 
died in Febmar; 1819. For some jears he enjojed 
a lit«rai7 penmon ot £100 per annom. 



THBLORDB 
B« glad, ye heaven^ thou earth, rejoice, 

Han, spread thtoogh ever; nation, 
ITlth joyful and triomphant voice, 

The Gospel of salTation ; 
Fablish. His glory and Hie praJne, 

Whose word His works auatainetb, 
And gratefnlly this anthem raise, 

BfljoicB I The Lord yet reigneth ( 
Before Hia footstool prostjate fal^ 

Whose giBCioua boonty giTeth 
Td each created object, all 

On nMch enjoyment hreth: 
From Tiirn alone each good descends. 

His arm Bach ill restraineth ; 
Then t«ll tc earth's remotest ends, 

The Lord in glory reigneth ! 
Fniee Him, far >I1 that ye pooKSS, 

Of riches, glory, power ; 
Ye who bare ndther, yet may bless 

His goodness ereiy boor : 



92 TBB SAOBKD MINSTREL. 

His watchful and protectmg eye, 
The meanest ne*er disdaineth ; 

Baise, then, ye poor, your Toice on high, 
For you, for you He reigneth ! 

But chiefly for salvation's gift, 

Of which He is the donor, 
Angels and men your yoioes lift 

In songs of praise and honour : 
sing with gratitude His name, 

Whose death our life remaineth ; 
The love of Jesus loud proclaim. 

And say. The Lord still reigneth ! 



CHRISTIAN PURITY. 

Oh for that purity of heart. 
The Gospel only can impart ; 
To those who gratefully receive 
Its teachings, and its word believe. 

This is the purity, whose power 
In dark temptation's tzying hour. 
Can still unchangeably endure. 
And, pure itself, make all things pure. 

Stainless appears the mountain's snow, 
Transparent seems the brook below ; 
Faultless the opening flower—the dew 
Which gems it — as unsullied, too. 

But rains soon dim the mountains hoar. 
The troubled stream runs clear no more ; 
The floweret in the dust is soiled. 
The dew-drop by the sun despoiled. 
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Does purity adorn witii graoe 

The lukppy infant's smiling facet 

It does — and cold their hearts must prore 

Who look not on such face with lore. 

Yet mountain snows and ciystal streams, 
And flowers which ope to mom's bright beams ; 
And dew-drops which those sunbeams diy, 
Axe types of nature's purity. 

While that which G^od alone can give, 
life's shifting changes shall outUye ; 
And give the *pure in heart,' through grace, 
To see their Maker face to face. 



A CSBSBnAKB DEVOTEDNESS. 

Hb who would win a wairioi's fiune 
Must shun, with eyer-watchful aim, 

Entangling things of life ; 
His oouch &e earth, hearen's arching dome 
His aiiy tent — ^his only home 

The field of martial strife. 

Unwearied by the battle's toil,' 
Uncumbered by the battle's spoil. 

No dangers must af&ight ; 
Nor rest seduce to slothful ease^ 
Intent alone his chief to please, 

Who called him forth to fight. 

Soldier of Christ, if thou wouldst be 
Worthy that epithet, stand free 

From time's encumb'iing things ; 
Be earth's enthxalmentB feared, abhorred ; 
Knowing thy Leader is the Lord, 

Thy Chie^ the King of kings. 



still Dse, aa not abuKing, all 

Whidi f etten worldlinga b; ita thrall : 

With fame, with power, with pelf, 
With joy or grief, with hope or fear, 
Whose origin and end aie here, 

Entangle not tbpeU. 

Thew ciose enongh will round thee cling, 
Without thj tight'ning everj string 

Which hinds them to thy heart : 
Despise them not — this thankless were, 
But while partakiog them, prepan 

Fiom aach und all to part. 



p:^^! 



■SIB EOBEBT GRANT. 

j;iE ROBERT 6BAST. the second «m of 
O " j^ Charles Ocant, an esteemed philanthropist^ 
0,€^i was bom in 1785. He Btudied at Cam- 
d^" j bridge, where he graduated in 1803. 
^>i-'Q- ^"""^ ""* r™' following, he became a 
•S"^ li member of the English bar. In 182S, 
he entered Parliament as member for the Iniemess 
bur;^; h« subseqaently sat for other places. Hs 
was sworn a priTj-coiineillor in 1831, and was 
appointed Ooveraor of Boiubaf in 1S3J. He died in 
India in December 1838. Sir Robert published 
sereial works on India. A volume of poems from 
bis pen was published, subsequent to his decease, by 
his elder brother. Lord Glenelg. 
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COMFORT UNDER APFIICnON. 

When gathering clouds around I view, 
And days are dark, and friends are few, 
On Him I lean, who, not in vain, 
Experienced every human pain ; 
He sees my wants, allays my fears, 
And counts and treasures up my tears. 

If aught should tempt my soul to stray 
From heavenly wisdom's narrow way ; 
To flee the good I would pursue, 
Or do the thing I would not do : 
Still He, who felt temptation's power, 
Shall guard me in that dangerous hour. 

If wounded love my bosom swell, 
Despised by those I prized too well ; 
He shall His pitying aid bestow. 
Who felt on earth severer woe ; 
At once betrayed, denied, or fled. 
By those who shared His daily bread. 

When vexing thoughts within me rise, 
And, sore dismayed, my spirit dies ; 
Yet He who once vouchsafed to bear. 
The sickening anguish of despair. 
Shall sweetly sootiie, shall gently dry. 
The throbbing heart, the streaming eye. 

When mourning o'er some stone I bend, 
Which covers all that was a friend ; 
And from his voice, his hand, his smile, 
Pivides me for a little while; 
Thou, Saviom*, mark'st the tears I shed. 
For Thou didst weep o'er Lasarus dead. 
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And oil ! when I hare safely past 
Through every conflict but the hurt. 
Still, still, unchanging, watch beside 
My painful bed — ^f or Thou hast died ; 
Then point to realms of cloudless day^ 
And wipe the latest tear away. 



GLOBY AND GOODNESS OF GOD. 

WORSHIP the King, all glorious aboye ! 
gratefully sing His power and His lore I 
Our Shield and Defender — ^the Ancient of Days, 
Pavilioned in splendour, and girded with praise. 
tell of His might, sing of His grace, 
Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space; 
His chariots of wrath the deep thunder-clouds form, 
And dark is His path on the wings of the storm. 

The earth, with its store of wonders untold, 
Almighty ! Thy power hath founded of old ; 
Hath established it fast by a changeless decree^ 
And round it hath cast, like a mantle, the sea. 
Thy bountiful care, what tongue can recite ? 
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light ; 
It streams from the hills, it descends fr>m the plain, 
And sweetly distils in the dew and the rain. 

Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail. 
In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to foil ; 
Thy mercies^ how tender, how firm to the end, 
Our Maker, Defender, Bedeemer, and Friend I 
measureless might ! ineffibble love. 
While angels delight to hynm Thee above. 
The humbler creation, though feeble their lays, 
With true adoration shall lisp to Thy praise. 
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BENEETT OF AFFUCTION. 

6 SAYiotTB t whose mercy, severe in its kindness, 
Has chastened my wanderings, and gnided my way ; 

Adored be the power which illumined my blindness. 
And weaned me from phantoms that smiled to betray. 

Bnchanted with all that was dazzling and fair, 
I followed the rainbow, I caught at the toy ; 

And stilly in displeasure, Thy goodness "^as there, 
Disappointing the hope, and defeating the joy. 

The blossom blush^ bright, but a worm "Was below, 
The moonlight shone fair, there was blight in the 
beam; 

Sweet whii^ered the breeze, but it whispered oFwoe, 
And bitterness flowed in the soft flowitLg stream. 

So, cured of my folly, yet cured but in part, 
I tximed to the refuge Thy pity displi^ed ; 

And still did this eager and credulous heart. 
Weave visions of promise that bloomed but to |)art. 

I thought that the course of the pilgrim to heaven 
Would be bright as the summer, and glad as the 
mom; 

Thou shew'dst me the path, it was dark and uneven; 
All rugged with rock, and all tahgled with thorn. 

I dreamed of celestial rewards and renowli, 
I grasped at the triumph which blesses the brave ; 

I asked for the palm -branch, the robe, and the crown ; 
I asked, and thou sheVdst iiie a ctoaa and a grave. 

Subdued and instructed at len^h to Thy will, 
My hopes and my longings I fain would resign; 

give me the heart that can wait and be still. 
Nor know of a wish nor a pleasure but Thine 1 

Q 



There are maneiong eiempt«d from aa and from woe. 
Bat they atud in e r^on by mortals ontrod ; 

There are riven of joy, bnii they roll Bot below ; 
There ia rest^ but it dvdl* in tiie preMnce of Ood. 



HENBT KIRKB WHITE. 

E lOD of a bntoher at Nottiogham, Henij 
f Eirke White waa bom on the 2Iit Uarch 
J 1785. He waa some time employed as a 
^ itockiDg-weaTer ; be aabsequently waa re- 
lOved In an atWmej'a office, jloqniiing 
t, oooipeteiit knowledge of the cbuncs, he 
waa admitted to St John's College, Cambridge. Bia 
health became enfeebled by incessant sendy, and he 
died on the 19th of October ISOfl, Hia poetical 
memoirs, edited by Sauthey, have secoied him an 
honourable place among BritUh poets. 

■ THE STaB of BETHLEHEM. 

Whsr marshalled on the mighty plain. 
The glittering host beetad the aky ; 

One star alone of all tbe train 

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye. 

Hark I bark I to Qod the cfaoms breoki, 
From every hoet, from eveiy gem ; 

But one alone the Saviour ipea^ 
It is the alar of Bethlalieni. 
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Once on tbe ragiDg seas I rode, 
The storm was loud, the night was dark, 

The ocean yawned — and rudely blowed 
The wind that tossed my foundering hark. 

Deep horror then my vitals froze, 
Death struck, I ceased the tide to stem ; 

When suddenly a star arose, 
It was the star of Bethlehem. 

It was my guide, my lights my all. 
It bade my daik forebodings cease ; 

And through the storm and danger's thrall, 
It led me to the port of peace. 

Now safely moored, my perils o'er, 

I *11 sing, first in night's diadem ; 
For ever, and for evermore. 

The star, the star of Bethlehem ! 



THE HIDINQ-FLACE. 

Awake, sweet harp of Judah, wake, 
B«tune thy strings for Jesus' sake; 
We sing the Saviour of our race, 
The Lamb, our shield and hiding-place. 

When God's right arm is bared for war. 
And thunders clothe his cloudy car ; 
Where, where, where ! shall man retire, 
T' escape the horrors of his ire I 

'Tis he, the Lamb, to Him we fly. 
While the dread tempest passes by ; 
God sees his Well-beloved's face. 
And spares us, in our hiding-place 
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ThuSi while we dwell in this low scene, 
The Lamb is our unfailing scieen ; 
To Him, though guilty, still we run, 
And Gk>d still spares us for his Son. 

While yet we sojourn here below, 
Pollutions still our hearts o'erflow ; 
Fallen, abject, mean, a sentenced race. 
We deeply need a hiding-place. 

Tet, courage ! days and years will glides 
And we shall lay these clods aside ; 
Shall be baptized in Jordan's flood. 
And washed in Jesus' cleansing blood. 

Then pure, immortal, sinless, freed, 
We through the Lamb shall be decreed ; 
Shall meet the Father face to face, 
And need no more a hiding>plaoe. 



A HYMN FOR FAMILY WOBSHTP. 

Lord ! another day is flown. 

And we, a lonely band, 
Are met once more before Thy throne, 

To bless Thy fostering hand. 

And wilt Thou lend a listening ear 

To praises low as ours t 
Thou wilt ? for Thou dost love to hear 

The song which meekness pours. 

And, Jesus, thou Thy smile wilt deign. 

As we before Thee pray ; 
For Thou didst bless the infant train, 

And we are less than they. 



Oh I let Tbj grace perfiirm ita part, 

And let oimteut^oa oeue ; 
And shed abroad in eTeij heart 

Thine STerlastiDg peace t 
Thus chaatoned, cleaneed, entirel; Thine, 

A flock by Jesos led ; 
The ann of holiness shall shiQe 

In gloi; on our head. 
And thou wilt tnTn our wandering feet, 

And thou wilt bless onr waj, 
Till wocldi ahall fade, sjid taitb shall greet 

The dawn of lasting day. 



JOSE PH IR ONS. 

5tf^!ji'0anm lEOBS was bom ftt Ware, Hertford- 
^P^^ sliiro, on the 6th Noremberl/SS. Hning 
Sa^^ prenihed foi four years nnder the anspicea 
^•.''V° ''f Ibe London Itinerant Sodety, he was 
ipf^^ "ri'dned, in 1812, to an Independent 
;fl?T*^ Cliurch « Hoddeadon, Hertfordshire. In 
ISIG he was translated to Saweton, near Cambridge ; 
he was finally remOTod, 'in ISIS, to Camberwell, 
Snmj. He died at Camberwell on the Sd of April 
1852. AnKing sererol theological works, be published 
twe Tolnmea of ■''piritaal Soitffi. 
THE SHIP. 
Oh life's tempestuous ocean glides 

A vessel, boilt by Qod ; 
Hidit meks and shoals, and swelling Ijdei^ 

She spreads her sails abroad. 



Her maiineim, Jebovab dicm, 

Her pilot is the Lord ; 
She tmiches uUndi u she gptii. 

Siimen to take on board. 
Truth is her eompam, love her ni), 

And hearealy grace her etOTv ; 
The Spirit's inflDeoce the gale 

Th&t wafla her to the ehore. 
Nor winds aor wayee her progrcsa cheek, 

Her counie she must pursue j 
And though she often fears a menk, 

She 'h siTed, with all her craw, 
Od bouda and broken pieceeteslj 

And death each hoar at hand; 
Yet noi»> who trust to Cbtiat aie lost, 

But oil come safe to land. 
Sat!h Mul to Christ the Lord is giTen, 

And purchased with His blood; 
The vessel is ioaored in heaven, 

And Qod will make it good. 



PROPKSSOB WIISON. 

^rW^^ of the most heart-sUning of Scottish 
«1 S^. *"tOi f"^ i>° elegant poet^ John 'Wilson 
*^?-K- '"'*»"> "P»i«l*ri on the 18th Mflj 1786. 
^ ^ J Hb "*"" educated at Qlasgow Univeiatr aod 
|t " j*; Magdalen College, Oxford. In 1808, hav 
V<iWi.^i lag sueoMded, bj his fathsi*! demise, to an 
ample loitniie, he pnrohaasd ths beantifiil estats of 
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EUerlay, in Westmoreland. He was called to the 
Scottish bar in 1815, but he did not seek practice as a 
lawyer. In 1816, he appeared as the author of The 
City of the Plaguty a dramatic poem ; in the following 
year, he became one of the original staff of contributors 
to Blackwood's Magazine. His reputation as an able 
and accomplished writer secured him, in 1820, the 
chair of Moral Philosophy in the University of Edin- 
burgh. He died at Edinburgh on the 8d of April 
1854. As a contributor to periodical literature, 
Wilson will find admirers while the ETiglish language 
is understood. 

MAODALENK8 HTMN. 

Thb air of death breathes through our souls. 

The dead all round us lie ; 
By day and night the death-bell toUs^ 

And says, * Prepare to die.* 

The face that in the morning sun 

We thought so wondrous &ir. 
Hath faded ere his course was run, 

Beneath its golden hair. 

I see the old man in his grave, 

With thin locks silvery gray ; 
I see the child's bright tresses wave 

In the cold breath of the clay. 

The loving ones we loved the best, 

Like music, all are gone ; 
And the wan moonlight bathes in resi 

Their monumental stone. 
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But not when the death-prayer is said. 

The life of life departs ; 
The body in the grave is laid, 

Its beauty in our hearts. 

At holy midnight, roices sweet, 
like fragrance fill the room ; 

And happy ghosts, with noiseless feet^ 
Come brightening irom the tomb. 

We know who sends the visions bright, 
From whose dear side they came ; 

We veil our eyes before Thy light, 
We bless our Saviour's name ! 

This frame of dust, this feeble breath, 
The plague may soon destroy ; 

We think on Thee, and feel in death 
A deep and awful joy. 

Dim is the light of vanished years. 

In the glory yet to come ; 
idle grief ! foolish tears ! 

When Jesus calls us home. 

Like children, for some bauble fair. 
That weep themselves to rest ; 

We part with life—awake ! and there 
The jewel in our breast 



> 



• CAROLINE ANNE BOWIES. 

^^^^{£iJtOLI^ ANUE BOmiESwubornin 1783. 
Og-"--^ Iq Ij,20 die firat appeared la m aathor ; 
^£m 1^ she ■ralaeqiwntly attained wiile celebrity as 
^ ' A ' * ^''* '*°"'°' "" ISS9, the Beoond 
^ « \^ the poet Southaj. Her dmth took 

W,"^ 'K pUce ID 1861. Her poeUT ii ohantoteiieed 
by nmplieily and (traoefulneeB. 

THX HABDIBKS HYHN. 
IiimOH thy baric, mariner, 
Chrijtifto — Ood-Bpeed thee; 

Let loose the mdder- bands, 

Good angels lead thee. 
Bet Ihy aaila varily, 

Tempeeta vill name ; 
Steer thy conrae Meadily, 

Chiiitian, steer home. 
Look to the veatber-bov, 

Breaken are ronnd thee ; 
Let fall the plununet now, 

Shallowa may gronnd thee. 
Heef in the foraoail, there. 

Hold the helm Cut ; 
Bo — let the venel w«ar. 

There swept tba Uaat. 
' What of the night, watchman I 

What of tJie night I ' 
'Olondy— all quiet. 

No land yet — all's right.' 
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Be wakeful, be Tigilant ; 

Danger may be 
At an hour when all seemeth 

Seeoreet to thee. 

How ! gains the leak so fart f 

Clear oat the hold ; 
Hoist up thj merchandisei 

Heave out thy gold. 
There— let the ingots go, 

Now the ship rights ; 
Hurrah ! the harbour 's near, 

Lo 1 the red lights. 

Slacken not sail yet, 

At inlet or islaoid ; 
Straight for the beacon steer, 

Straight for the high land. 
Crowd all thy canvas on, 

Cut through the foam ; 
Christian! cast anchor now, 

Heaven is thy home. 



THE PAUPER'S DEATH-BED. 

Tread softly, bow the head. 

In reverent silence bow; 
No passing bell doth toll, 
Tet an immortal soul 
Is passing now. 

Stranger, however great, 

Witfi lowly reverence bow; 
There *s one in that poor (died. 
One by that paltry bed, 
Greater than thou. 
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Beneath that beggar's roof, 

Lo, death doth keep his state ; 
Enter, no crowds attend, 
Enter, no guards defend 
This palace gate. 

That pavement, damp and cold, 

No smiling courtiers tread ; 
One silent woman stands, 
lifting, with meagre hands, 
A dying head. 

No mingling voices sound, 
An infant wail alone ; 
A sob suppressed — again 
That short deep gasp — ^and then , 
The parting groan. 

Oh ! change — oh, wondrous change I 

Burst are the prison bars — . 
This moment therif so low, 
So agonized — and now 
Beyond the stars. 

Oh ! change— stupendous change t 

Theie lies the soulless clod ; 
The sun eternal breaks — 
The new immortal wakes — 
Wakes with his Qod. 



y 



less ETiJSL 

2^2 ** **'"' ia>-T-ij. b ma *<wb ■! 
^,_- ^ U"vt™ ^ -^Le 1. I Juu; ITs*. r»*r 

*"♦■» .V. „.. .J t , . «kn^ ^ ipeU fci> •mJt 
f«*ni *t Alwrdtcn ; Iw iflasnds bMMM » papl >■ 
« (jHtate kIimiI at DnlviA Af(a «>«« pwli»iMiT 
Jiita4!« M Harrow, be entend Triuit; Ccd]c8^<^ali(idn 
tn I mi/i. HU Hamrt of IdUaat, a ndina of jnoik 
irmoBM, aiipMtvd in 1807. Bj the pobfieatiin of tba 
ftnt two lantM of Childe Harold in 1818, be m at 
iww nwognlied u tb« master-poet of tbs ■£«■ Ha 
Durrlsd in IS12, bat the onion wu anluppT. H« 
■ulMsquMtlf rarided on the eontinsnt ; hu deatli took 
|iliw ti Mlwilangbi, in Oismm, on the 19th April 
1824, in bii 37th JMT. 

THB DKNBOCnON OF BBNNACHKBIB. 

Tbi AwTriui oune Jown, like the wolf on the fold, 
And hli eohorts were gleaming in pniple end gold ; 
And the ihaen of tbelr ipean wu like >tan on the sea, 
Wben the lilue wit mile nightly on deep Oaliloe. 

Uke the leftvH of the forest, when eimuner ii green, 
mt hoit with their human at enneet wore seen ; 
j|^«« the leit*ei of the fot«rt, when intDnui h&th blown, 
ThM heet on the morrow l»y withered and etrown. 



For the angel of death spread ha winga oa the liliist, 
And breathed in the face of the foe as he pused ; 
And the ejea of the sleepers waseil deadly and chill, 
And their hearts but eDceheavedf and for ever grew btili* 
And there lay the Bleed, with hia noBtril all wide, 
Bnt throosh it there rolled not the breath of his pride ; 
And the foam of his gasping laj while on the turf, 
And cold as the spraj of the rcKk-bealing amf . 
And there lay the rider, distorted and pale, 
With the dew on his brow, and the rust on bin mail ; 
And the tenta ncie all ulsnt, the buinera aloae, 
The hiDcea unlifted, the trumpet uublown. 
And the widows of Asher an loud in their wail, 
And the idols are broke in the t«mple of Baal ; 
And the might of the Gentile, iinBmote bf the award. 
Hath melted like enow in the glance of the Lord, 



WILLIAM KNOX. 

[LLIAM KKOX vbr bun at LUUealeif, 
i Boxbnighshiie, on the 17th Augoat 
S 17S6. Dnsacceasful as a farmer in 
S Domfrieseliire, he remoied to Edin- 
B burgh, along with his paranta, in 1S20. 
^ He subseqnentlj obtained employment 
as a contributor to the pnbbu journals. His death 
took place at Edinburgh on the 1201 NoTember 1825, 
in bis 37 Ih year. Enoi is the aathor of three volames 
of poema, reepeotivoly entitled, The Lonely Beurlh; 
The Sanga o/ Jirael; and the Harp o/ Ziai 
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THE DAY OF MOUENINQ. 

Oh ! weep not for the joys that fade 

Like evening lights away ; 
For hopes, that like the stars decayed, 

Hare left thy mortal day ; 
Vor clouds of sorrow will depart, 

And brilliant skies be given ; 
And though on earth the tear may start. 
Yet bliss awaits the holy heart 

Amid the bowers of heaven. 

Oh ! weep not for the friends that pass 

Into the lonesome grave, 
As breezes sweep the withered grass 

Along the restless wave ; 
For though thy pleasures may depart. 

And darksome days be given, 
And lonely though on earth thou art, 
Yet bless awaits the holy heart 

When friends rejoin in heaven. 



MORTALITY. 

Oh ! why should the spirit of mortal be proud f 
Like a fast-flitting meteor, a fast-flying doud ; 
A flash of the lightning, a break of the wave. 
He passes from life, to his rest in the grave. 

The leaves of the oak and the willows shall fade, 
Be scattered around, and together be laid ; 
And the young and the old, and the low and the high, 
Shall moulder to dust, and together shall lie. 

The child that a mother attended and loved. 
The mother that infant's affection hath proved ; 
The husband and mother, that infant that blest 
Eadi— all are away, to their dwelling of rest. 
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The moid on whose elteeic» om whose brow, in whose 

eye, 
Shone heantj and pleasure, her trinmphs are hj; 
And the memory of thone that beloved her and praisecf, 
Are alike from ^e minds of the living erased. 

The hand of the king that the sceptre hath borne, 
The brow of the priest, that the mitre hath worn ; 
The eye of the sage, and tbe heart of the brave, 
Are hidden and lost in the depths of the grave. 

The peasant whose lot was to sow and to reap. 
The herdsman who climbed with his goats to the steepi 
The beggar that wandered in search of his bread, 
Have faded away, like the grass that we tread. 

The saint that enjoyed the eommnnion of heaven, 
The sinner that dared to remain unfoigiven ; 
The wise and the foolish, the guilty and just, 
Have quietly mingled their bones in the dust. 

So the multitude goes, like the flower and the weed. 
That wither away to let otfaeiti succeed ; 
So the multitude comes, even those we behold, 
To repeat every tale that hath often been told. 

For we are the same things that our fathers have been. 
We see the same sights that our fathers have seen ; 
We drink the same stream, and we feel the same sun, 
And we run the same course that our fathers have 
run. 

The thoughts we are thinking, our fathers would think, 
From the death we are shHnking, they too would shrink; 
To the life we are clinging to, they too would cling, 
Bui it speeds from the earth like a bird on the wing. 



They toved, bat their stoi? irs c&nnot unfold ; 
They Bcorned, bat the heart of the haoght; is cold ; 
Thej grie»ed, bat no wftil from their elambers niaj 

Tliej jojed, but tie loioe of their gladness ia dnmb. 

The; died I a;, the; died ! aad we things that are now, 
Who walk OQ the turf that liee orer their bra» ; 
Who make ia thur dwelling a transient abode. 
Meet tlie changes tbej met on their pilgrimage road. 

Yea, hope and deepondence, and pteaeure and pain, 
Are mingled together, hke aunshine and rain ; 
And the Bmileajidthet«aF, and the eong and the dirge. 
Still follov each other like surge upon auige. 

'Tie the twink of an eje, 'tis the diaagbt of a breath. 
Prom the blonom of health to the paleneas of death ; 
From the gilded ealooa to t^e bier and the shroud. 
Oh I Th; ahoald the qiiiit of mortal be proodi 



JOBIAH COmiER. 

^.A^fN eitendTe prose writer and lacred poet, 
%£ ^' Josiah Conder was bom at London, on the 
yL S i^ !?"» September 178S. A pabliaher in the 
Ty~ ] inetropoliH,hebec»me,iiil8]*,proprietorof 
^^..^xjl^ tile £eltctu: Reriea; he retired from bnEdsem 
in 1S19, but retained the management of 
the Rein™ till 1837. Snbseqaent to 1S24, he rom- 
poeed a seneB of descriptive worlm, which api>eai«d in 
thirty volamee, under the dedgnaUon of Tkt Modem 



OONDSB. 
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Traveller, In 1833 he became editor of tlie Patriot 
newspaper, wliieli he conducted till the period of his 
death. His demise took place on the 27th December 
1855. Gonder edited the CongregaH&naliet ffymn- 
Boohj which appeared in 1836. 

OOMMUNION WITH CHBIST. 

Whin in the hour of lonely woe, 
I give my sorrow leave to flow ; 
And anxious fear, and dark distrust, 
Weigh down my spirit to the dust : 

When not e*en friendship's gentle aid 
Can heal the wounds the world has made, 
Oh I this shall check each rising sigh, 
That Jesus is for ever nigh. 

His cotmsels and upholding caie^ 
My safety and my comforts are ; 
And He shall guide me all my days, 
Till glory crown the work of grace. 

Jesus 1 in -whom but Thee above^ 
Oan I repose my trust, my love ! 
And shall an earthly object be 
LoTed in comparison with Thee f 

My flesh is hastening to decay, 

Soon shall the world hare passed away ; 

And what can mortal friends avail. 

When heart, and strength, and life, shaB fail t 

But oh ! be Thou, my Saviour, nigh. 
And I will triumph while I die ; 
My strength, my portion, is divine, 
And Jesus is for ever mine. 



CHARLOTTE ELIZABETH. 

II^W^^gM cmineiit CliiiBtian irriter, Charlotie BHw 
i^ a2 I>«thirasboniat Norwicb,i>ntlielstOclob«T 
3\D ITOO. She «u tlie onlj drnghlsr of 
^~ ^ Michael BrowDB, Eector of 8t Gile»' ptuiah, 
^j^^ in that city. At ao esrij period, she 
o became the irifa of George Phelsn, of the 
60th Bifle corps, uid he dying in 1837, she after- 
vaids accepted the band of L N. J. Tonna. Her 
death took place at Banugate, on the 12th Jul; 1S4S. 
She unmeraus religione writing! of Cliailatte Elitabetb 



PASTING. 
While to aeTenl patbi dividing 

We onr pilgrimsge pnTsne, 
Hu Jehorah, aafsly gnidiiii:, 

Seep His scattered flock in riev. 
Hay the bond of sweet commnnion 

Svery diatnnt aoiil embrace ; 
Till, in everluting anion, 

'We attain oni restinicplaoe. 
Oh, 'til areet, each other abiding, 

la companionship to more ; 
One pnre flame, and heart pervading. 

One our Lord, our faith, our lore. 
Sveet when each can bend, implarinft 

Hed'dae for hin brotber^e pain ; 



Here, b puaiiig braath maf wrer 
Priends In dearest union tied ; 

But cnOited pomr shall Derer 
Tear n* fnim our SaTunua nde. 

Idfa ukd deUh, Mid hell co»1)iDii% 
Freneat thinfjs, and things to come. 

Cannot cloud the pramise ahinlsg, 
Cannct har us from our home. 

Noir we part in tearful eaiinesa, 
Bearing forth the precious gmia ; 

yte shall yet, in mirth and gladneai. 
Bring our barreet sbearea again. 

Thus, while fond affection veepeth, 
Futh exalta her cheering voice ; 

Be that Boweth, be that i^apeth, 
WiJl tc^ether won rejoice. 



DAVID VEDDER. 

"fei^AVID VEDDER was bora in 1790, at 
^ i^ Baniess, in Orkney. He was oripnally 
f 1- ^ employed in the naaticol profesnioa ; he 
uteequentlj entered the reTeDue-Berrice, 
a which he attained arespectable paeiiion. 
„!p ■' "* He pnhlirfied se^CraJ poatioal worts, and 
eontnhuted aitennTely in praiodioal literatare. He 
died at Edinburgb on the 11th Febmaiy 18G1, in his 
eith year. 
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THE TEMPLE OF NATUEK 

Talk not of temples — there is one 

Built without hands, to mankind giren ; 
Its lamps are the meridian sun, 

And all the stars of heaven. 
Its walls are the cerulean sky, 

Its floor the earth, so green and fair; 
The dome is vast immensity — 

All nature worships there I 

The Alps, arrayed in stainless snow, 

The Andean ranges yet untrod. 
At sunrise and at sunset glow 

Like altar-fires to God 1 
A thousand fierce volcanoes blaze, 

As if with hallowed victims rare ; 
And thunder lifts its voice in prajse — 

All nature worships there. 

The ocean heaves resistlessly, 

And pours his glittering treasure forth ; 
His waves — the priesthood of the sea, 

Kneel on the ^ell-gemmed earth. 
And there emit a hollow sound, 

As if they murmxired praise and prayer ; 
On every side 'tis holy ground — 

All nature worships there 1 

The grateful earth her odours yield 

In homage, Mighty One 1 to Thee ; 
From herbs and flowers in every field. 

From fruit on every tree. 
The balmy dew, at mom and even, 

Seems, like the penitential tear, 
Shed only in the sight of heaven — 

All nature worships there ! 



Tbe cedar and the moon tajn -pine, 

The villov on the fountain'ii brim. 
The tnlip Hjid the eglantine, 

In reverence hend to Him t 
The Bong-birda ponr Iheir aweetest lays. 

Prom tower uid tree and middle sir ; 
The mahiBg liTer mnmmre piajao — 

All nature wtjishipa tliere I 

Then talk not of a fane, eave one. 

Built without handa, to mankind ^yen ; 
ltd lamps are the meridian Hon, 

And all the BtaiH of hearen. 
Ite walla are the cerulean aky, 

Ilfl floor the earth, bo green aad &ur ; 
The dome is raat' immensity — 

All natnre woidupa there t 



MRS HEMAN8. 

IPLICIA DOBOTHEA BBOWKE wsa bon 

Lt IlTerpool on the 25th September 17S1. 
% From the age of nine ahe composed Tetaes. 
S and in her fourteenth fear, pabliehed a 
volume of poems. In 1812, die published 
S her second Tolome, entitled DoaiaUe Aftn- 
I in the same jear, maoied Captain Bemans. 
9 years, her hnsband removed to Italy, 
leaving her to undertake t^e upbringing of their five 
sons. She continued to devote herself to poetical 
eompoddon, and her nnmereua lyiios are to be 
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remarked for their genuine pathos, and gracef ahiess 
alike of expression and thought. After residing in 
different parts of Britain, she took np her abode at 
Dublin, where she died on the 16th May 1835. 

THE HOUR OF DEATH. 

Leaybs haye their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the nortii-wind's breath'; 

And stars to set — but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, death 1 

Day is for mortal care. 
Eve for glad meetings round the joyous hearth. 

Night for the dreams of sleep, the roice of prayer ; 
But all for thee, thou mightiest of the earth 1 

We know when moons shall wane. 
When summer birds from far shall cross the sea, 

When autumn's hue shall tinge the golden grain ; 
But who shall teach us when to look for thee ? 

Is it when spring's first gale 
Comes forth to whisper where the yiolets lie f 

Is it when roses in our paths grow pale } 
They have one season— aZ^ are ours to die ! 

Thou art where billows foam. 
Thou art where music melts upon the air ; 

Thou art around us in our peaceful home. 
And the world calls us forth— and thou art there. 

Thou art where friend meets friend, 
Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest ; 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend 
The skies, and swords beat down the princely crest. 

Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind*s breath; 

And stars to set— but all, 
Thou hast aU seasons for thine own, deftth I 
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CHKEST STILLING THE TEMPESt 

FvAB was within the tossing bark, 

When atoimy winds grew load, 
And waves came rolling high and dark, 

And the tall mast was bowed. 

And men stood breathless in their dread, 

And baffled in their skill ; 
But One was there, who rose and said 

To the wild sea, 'Be still !* 

And the wind ceased — ^it ceased ! — that word 

Passed through the gloomy sky ; 
The troubled billowB^Lnew their Lord, 

And sank beneath His eye. 

And slumber settled on the deep^ 

And silence on the blast) 
As when the righteous fall asleep, 

When death's fierce throes are past. 

Thou, that didst rule the angry hour, 

And tame the tempest's mood, 
Oh ! send Thy spirit forth in power, 

0*er our dark souls to brood. 

Thou, that didst bow the billow's pride, 

Thy mandates to fulfil, 
So speak to passion's raging tide, 

Speak, and say * Peace, be still I* 



THE HOUB OF PRATER. 

Child amidst the flowers at play, 
While the red Ught fades away ; 
Mother, with thme earnest eye. 
Ever following silently; 
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Fatlier, by the breeze of eve 
Called thy harvest-work to leave — 
Fray, ere yet the dark hours be, 
lift the heart and bend the knee 1 

Traveller in the stranger's land, 
Far from thine own household band ; 
Moximer, haunted by the tone 
Of a voice from this world gone ; 
Captive, in whose narrow cell 
Sunshine hath not leave to dwell ; 
Sailor, on the darkening sea — 
Lift the heart and bend the knee 1 

Warrior, that from battle won. 
Breathless now at set of sun ; 
Woman, o'er the lowly slain, 
Weeping on his burial plain : 
Ye that triumph, ye that sigh, 
Ejndred by one holy tie. 
Heaven's first star alike ye see, 
loft the heart and bend the knee 1 



THE CHILD OP NATTJEB. 

! blest are thou whose steps may rove 
Through the green paths of vale and grove ; 
Or, leaving all their charms below. 
Climb the wild mountain's airy brow. 

And gaze afar o'er cultured plains. 
And cities with their stately fanes ; 
And forests that beneath thee lie. 
And ocean mingling with the sky. 

For man can shew thee nought so fair 
As nature's sacred marvels there ; 
And if thy pure and artless breast 
Can feel their grandeur, thou art blest 1 
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For thee the stream in beaaty flown. 
For thee the gale in BTunmer blows ; 
And, in deep glen and wood-walk &ee, 
Voices of joy still breathe for thee. 

But happier far^ if then thy sonl 
Can soar to Him who made the whole ; 
If to thine eye the simplest flower 
Portray His bounty and His power. 

If, in whatever is bright or grand, 
Thy mind can trace His yiewless hand ; 
If nature's music bid thee raise 
Thy song of gratitude and praise. 

If heaven and earth, with beauty fraught, 
Lead to His throne ihy raptured thought ; 
If there thou lov'st His lore to read, 
Then, wanderer, thou art blest indeed ! 



THE FOUNTAIN OF MARiLH. 

Whisb is the tree the prophet threw 

Into the bitter wave ? 
Left it no sdon where it grew. 

The thirsting soul to save f 

Hath nature lost the hidden power 

Its precious foliage shed ? 
Is there no distant eastern bower. 

With such sweet leaves o'erspread f 

Nay, wherefore ask ? since gifts are ours. 

Which yet may well imbue 
Earth's many troubled founts with showers 

Of heaven's own balmy dew. 



Oh I mlDgted iritb the sup of gri*^ 
Let bith'i detf epirit be ; 

And everj prayer eliall win & leaf 
Fran that hUned healing tre* I 



DANIEL WEIR. 

p^^^^AMIiL VBIE wa> bom at OiMnadc on th« 
S£^£ 3lBl of March 1706. From 181t>, he eon- 
^^^ ^"'^'^ baaEness aa a bookaellec in hia 
^'X^ Datire place, till his death, vhiiih took 
^5!^ plnpa on the 11th NoTember 1881. W«r 
..■* *^ * ,i.,-„ja many eioellent Tsrsee, chiefly of a 
seriouB descriptioD, and waa the editor of Bereral 
eollectioDs of sacred poetry publiahed in OUagDW. 

OOULD WE BUT LOOK BEYOND OUR aPEEEK 

CotriD we but loak beyond onr sphei^ 
And trace, along the aiure sky, 

The myriads that were inmates here. 
Since Abel's spirit soared on high ; 

Then might we tell of those who aaa 

Our wanderings from eternity 1 

Bnt human frailty cannot gaze 
On such a cloud of splendid lights 

Aa heiTen's sacred court diaplays, 
Of blessed spirits clothed in whitCt 

Who from the feus of death an fro^ 

And look from an eternity. 
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They look, but ne'er return again 
To tell the eecrets of their home ; 

And kindliest tears for them are vain, 
For never, nerer shall they come, 

Till time's pale light begin to flee 

Before a bright eternity. 

Could we but gaze beyond our sphere. 
Within the golden porch of heaven, 

And see those spirits, which appear 
Like stars upon the robe of even. 

But, no ; unseen to us, they see 

Our wanderings from eternity. 

The crimes of men which heaven saw, 

And pitied with a parent's eye, 
Gould ne'er a kindred spirit draw 

In mercy trom its home on high. 
They look, but all they know or see 
Is silent as eternity. 

At noonday hour, or midnight deep, 
No bright inhabitant draws nigh ; 

And though a parent's offspring weep, 
No whisper echoes from the sky. 

Though friends may gaze, yet all they see 

Is known but in eternity. 

Tet we may look beyond our sphere, 
On one who shines among the throng ; 

And we, by faith, may also hear 
The triumphs of a glorious song. 

And while we gaze on Him, we see - 

The path to this eternity. 
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IN THE MORNING OP UFB. 

In the morning of life, when its sweet sunny smile 
Shines bright on our path, we may dream we are 
blest ; 

We may look on the world as a gay fairy isle, 

Where sorrow 's unknown, and the weaiy have rest. 

But the brightness that shone, and the hopes we 

- enjoyed, 

Are clouded ere morn, and soon vanish away ; 
While the dark beating tempest on life's stormy tide. 

Obscures all the sweets of the morning's bright ray. 

Then where are those bowers, in some gay happy 
plain, 
Where hope ne'er deceives, and where love is aye 
true; 
Where the brightness of morning shines on but to gain 
A sunshine as bright and as promising too ? 

Oh ! ask for it not in this valley of sighs, 
Where we smile but to weep, and we ne'er can find 
rest; 
For the world we would wish shines afar in the skies. 
Where sorrow's unknown — ^'tis the home of the 
blest. 



OH 1 WEEP NOT THUS. 

Oh I weep not thus, though the child thou hast loved. 
Still, still as the grave, in silence sleeps on ; 

'Midst the tears that are shed, his eye is unmoved. 
And the beat of that bosom for ever is gone. 

Then weep not thus, for the moment is blest. 

When the wanderer sleeps on his couch of rest. 
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The world to him, with its sorrows and sighs, 
Has fled like a dream when the mom appears. 

While the spirit awakes in the light of the skies, 
No more to revisit this valley of tears. 

Then weep not thus, for the moment is blest, 

When the wanderer sleeps on his couch of rest. 

Few, few were his years, bnt had they been more. 
The sondiine which smiled might have vanished 
away; 

And he might have fallen on some friendless shore^ 
Or been wrecked amidst storms in some desolate bay. 

Then weep not thus, for the moment is blest. 

When the wanderer sleeps on his couch of rest. 

like a rosebud of promise, when fresh is the mom. 
Was the child of thy heart while he lingered here ; 

But now from thy love, from thine arms he is torn, 
Yet to bloom in a lovelier, happier sphere. 

Then weep not thus, for the moment is blest, 

When the wanderer sleeps on his couch of rest 

How happy the pilgrim whose journey is o'er. 
Who, musing, looks back on its dangers and woes ; 

Then rejoice at his rest, for sorrow no more 
Oan start on his dreams, or disturb his repose. 

Then weep not thus, for the moment is blest^ 

When the wanderer sleeps on his couch of rest. 

Who would not recline on the breast of a friend, 
When the night-cloud has lowered o'er a sorrowful 
day? 

Who would not rejoice at his journey's end, 
When perils and toils encompassed his way ? 

Then weep not thus, for the moment is blest. 

When the wanderer sleeps on his couch of rest. 
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THB PYING HOUS. 

Wht does the day, whose date is brief, 

Smile sadly o^er the western sea I 
Why does the brown autumnal leaf 

Hang resfcless on its parent tree T 
Why does the rose, with drooping head. 

Send richer fragrance from the bower I 
Their golden time of life had fled, 

It was their dying hour. 

Why does the swan's melodious song 

Ciome thrilling on the genUe gale T 
Why does the lamb, which strayed along, 

Lie down to tell its mournful tale I 
Why does the deer, when wounded, fly 

To the lone vale where night-clouds lower! 
Their time was past, they lived to die, 

It was their dying hour. 

Why does the dolphin change its huei^ 

Like that aerial child of light ? 
Why does the cloud of night repose, 

To meet the mom with beams so bright f 
Why does the man we saw to-day. 

To-morrow fade like some sweet flower f 
All earth can give must pass away, 

It was their dying hour. 



LADY PLOBA HASTINGS. 

l^if^EMOTIiLT ducended from tbe Konoiui 
1^ %^ tamllj of BavdoD, Lad; Flora Hastioga 
v^^ was tlie «lde>( daughter of Eari Moira, 
^%^^ afteruuds created Harqaia of Hastinffs. 
^KgM^& Her mother, Flon Campbell, vae Countess 
SK9K»i^ of Laudcnn in ber own ngbt ; she married 
Earl Hoir& in 1S04. The issue of this union, I^j 
Flora, was born at Edinburgh on the 11th February 
1S06. On attaining womanhood, ehe waa appointad 
ladj of tbe bedcbaniber to Her Eojal Highness the 
Pqohosfl of Kent. She died, nnnuLrried, on tho 5th 
July 1S39, A poBthamoua loliune of poemB from her 
pen was publislied in ISll, bj her surriTing sister, 
the Matchioneai of But^. 

THE RAINBOW. 
Soft gloving in nncertun birth, 

'Twiit nature's smiles and tesj^ 
The bow, Lord, which Thou has benti 

Bright in the cloud sppean. 
The porttd of th; dwelling-pkoa, 

That pure arch seems to he ; 
And, as I bless its mjstic light, 

Uf Kpixit tarns to th«a I 

Thus, gleaming o'er a guilt; worid. 

We hail the ra; of Icve ; 
Thus dawns upon the contrite soul 

Thj merqr fiooi aboi*. 
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And as thy faithful promiae speaks 
Repentant sin forgiven, 

In hmnble hope, we bless the beam 
That points the way to heaven. 



THANK-OFFEEINO. 

Ih eveiy place, in every honr, 
Whatever my wayward lot may be, 
In joy or grief, in son or shower, 
Father and Lord, I turn to thee. 

Thee, when the incense-breathing flowers 
Pour forth the worship of the spring. 
With the glad tenants of the bowers 
My trembling accents strive to sing. 

Thee, when upon the frozen strand 
Winter, begirt with storms, descends ; 
Thee, Lord, I hail, whose gracious hand 
O'er all a guardian care extends. 

Thee, when the golden harvests yield 
Their treasure to increase our store ; 
Thee, when through ether's gloomy field 
The lightnings flash, the thunders roar. 

Thee, when athwart the azure sky 
Thy starry hosts their mases lead ; 
And when Thou sheddest, from on high. 
Thy dewdrops on the floweiy mead. 

Thee, when my cup of bliss overflows ; 
Thee, when my heart's best joys are fled ; 
Thee, when my breast exulting glows ; 
Thee, while I bend beside the dead. 



Alik« in joy and in dirtiea^ 
Ob ! let me trace Th; hand dinM ; 
Bighteoni in chut'ning, prompt U> hlem, 
etui, Fatfaei, ma; IV nil b« mine. 



JOHN HAEEI8, D.D. 

^OHIf EABBI3, D.D., vas bom in 1S04 at 
^ Ugborougb, DeTDnshire. In 1S27, be was 
^ ciidained to tbe m[nieti7 at Epsom. He 
appointed, in 1837, to the theological 
ir at Cheshunt College; in IS50, he 
I Principal of the New CoUege, B( 
Jolm'i Wood. Hia death took place on the 21ll 
December 185S. Sr Harris attuned a wide celabii^ 
aa the anthor of aereral priie easaja. One of these, 
entitled Mammon, commanded a aale in Britain of 
fiO,000 copies. 

THE DEATH OP THE SiaHTHOOB. 

Hov fair and bow kively it ia to behold 
The son in its splendour approaching the west ; 

Its race is near run, and rsfulgeut af gold, 

It glides through the ether i& hsateniug to rest. 

It nnka — b^it in sinking 'tia onl; to riae, 
Its splendour and glory afreah to display ; 

It seta — bnt in other and far-diitant skies 
It rises and reigns in Ibe brightncai of day. 




Yet Ear mors resplendent tban this in tbe Bcene 

Of tbe good man npproaching tbe conGneH of time ; 
All loTing, nil peaceful, all calm, and serene, 

He poBsea away witb t, biightneBa sublime. 
Ee dies— bnt no pencil can erer di^laj 

Tbe B^lendour and gloiy t^at bnist on his nght^ 
As, guided by angels, he speede on bia teay, 

Through the partala of praise to the templeaof light 



DUGAID MOOBE. 

^tCGALD UOOEB, on ingenioia poet, was 
gW bom at Glasgow in 1805. He became a 
io^ bookKller in that city, and there died in 
?S(| January 18*1. He is the antbor of aeveial 
fl^f^ volumes of moat respectable poetiy. 
WEEP NOT. 
T&ODQH thin wild brniD is aching. 
Spill not thj («arB with mine ; 
Come to my heatt, though breaking. 

Its firmest half is thine. 
Tbou wert not made for sorrow. 

Then do not weep with me, 
Thetv is a lorelj morrow, 

That yet will dawn on thee. 
men I am all forgotten— 

When in the grave I lie — 
When the heart that loved tiiee 's broken. 
And ekned the aparkling eye. 



JiOve's ininBhiap still will clieer th«e, 
Dnanllipd, pure, bdiI deep; 

For the God who "s eTer near thee, 
WiU DOTer iie« thee weep. 



CHARLES DOTNE SILLERI. 

'^ *J^ HOPEFUL but short-Uved poet, Charles 
-^ ^ Doyns Siller7waa born at A tbione, Ireland, 
i- i ~.T\ i^ March 1807. Hs Bttended medical 
a at tbe Uaiieidty of Edinburgh, and 
nabwquenllf pnrpoeed to rtndj for the 
^ Chnrch. His career was cut abort by 
jmlmonary coDsumptioa ; he died at Bdiabargh ip 
Hb; 1 930. Sillei; publiahed sereral Tolnmn of epic 
and lyiio poetry. 



■S'JV* 



SHE DIED Df BE&OTV. 
She died in beantj t like a row 

Blown from its parent stem; 
She dietl in beauty t IJiie a pearl 

Dropped from some diadem. 

She died in beaut; ) like a lay 
Along n moonlight lake; 

She died id beauty I like the Kmg 
Of biidi amid Uie bnke. 

She died in beauty I like the mow 
On flowen diaaolved away ; 

She died in beauty t like a Btar 
Lost on the biow of day. 



She livti in gloi7 I like night'B gems 

Set round the nlTer moan ; 
She lives in gloi? I like the nin 



JOHN BETHUNE. 



^ £ * '^^^ BBTHUNE, > lettered peannt, wu 
^ p^ 1 >ni at Maninuu), Pifedure, in 1810. 
^ ify \IoDg mth an elder brotiier, of kiDdi«d 
E5 r \ 1 ***•> ^^ cnltiTsted litemtuTB in raroniii- 
^ S* BDcea of penniT He died in Septemher 
Jf^ ■ I i38, in hi> thirtieth jear. A volnme o( 
poenu from hie pen waa pnbliohed. in 1840. 

A SPKINO SONG. 
Thkrb is a concert in the trees, 

There is a, concert on the hill ; 
There 'a melodj in eveij biteze, 

And music in the muimnring rili 
The shovet is psst^ the vrnda are still, 

The fields me (treen, the flow'reta ipiiog^ 
The hirds and bees, and beetles fill 

The Mr -with hannony, and fling 
The rooed moisture of the leaves 

In frolic flight from wing to wina 
Fretting the spider ae he weaves 

His aiiy web from bough to bough ; 
In rain the little artist gTieres, 

Their joy in his dt ■ " 
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Alas 1 that, in a scene bo fair, 

Tlie meanest being e'er shonld feel 
The gloomy shadow of despair. 

Or sorrow o'er his bosom steal : 
But in a world where woe is real, 

Each rank in life, and every day. 
Must pain and suffering reveal. 

And wretched mouraers in decay; 
When nations smile o'er battles won. 

When bannen wave and streamere play. 
The lonely mother mourns her son 

Left lifeless on the bloody clay; 
And the poor widow, all undone, 

Sees the wild revel with dismay. 

The joyous spring and summer gay, 

With perfumed gifts together meet> 
And, from the rosy lips of May, 

Breathe musio soft and odours sweet. 
And still my eyes delay my feet, 

To gase upon the earth and heaven, 
And hear the happy birds repeat 

Their anthems to the coming even. 
Yet is my pleasure incomplete, 

I grieve to think how few are given 
To feel the pleasures I possess, 

While thousand hearts, by sorrow riven, 
Must pine in utter loneliness, 

Or be to desperation driven. 

Oh ! could we find some happy land, 
Some Eden of the deep blue sea^ 

By gentle breezes only fanned, 
Upon whose soil, from soirow free, 

Grew only pure felicity ! 
Who would not brave the stonniest main. 



\ntbiii that blitsfnl Ule ta be, 

Eiempt from aigbt or wnse of p>in I 
Then U a Isad we cannot aee, 

Whose jojB no pen can e'er portia; ; 
And ;at, u narrow U the mad. 

From it our ppiriUerer Btmy — 
Shed light npon that path, Ood I 

And lead d3 in the appointed wa7. 

There onlj 1o; shall be complete, 

More high than mortal thonghtB can r«ac 
For there the just and good shall meet, 

Pure in aSection, thought, and epeech ; 
So jealous; shall make a breach, 

Nor pain their pleasure e'er alloj ; 
There, sonnj Btroama of gladness stretch, 

And there the ver; air is joy. 
There shall the faithful, who relied 

On faitUera loTe till life would do;. 
And thoee who Borrowed, till they died 

O'er earthly pain and earthly woe, 
Bes Pleasure, libe a whelming tjde. 

From an unhounded ocean flow. 



ROBERT MURRAY M'CHETNE. 

Sft^i;|ji:NE of the most earnest and deroted of 
S^&^Pf!;. modem ScotUaii preachers, Robert Hnttajr 
^^'tFi?*" H'^'i^yiB waa bom at Edinbuigh, on the 
^•X? '' ^'^ "' "'y ^^'^- ^' studied at the 
^^yrj High School and OniTersity of hii naUyo 
?KS?,!t city, and was licensed to preach in July 
ISSS. After a period of ministerial employment in 
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the united parishes of Larbert and Dunipaoe, Stirling- 
shire, he was, in November 1836, ordained to the 
pastoral charge of St Peter's church, Dundee. In 
1839, he accompanied a deputation from the General 
Assembly on a mission to Palestine. He died, after a 
short illness, on the 25th March 1843. From his 
youth, he composed verses of a devotional character. 
Of his Memoir and HemainSf upwards of 50,000 
copies have been sold. 

JEHOVAH TSIDKENir. 

I ONCB was a stranger 

To grace and to God, 
I knew not my danger, 

And felt not my load ; 
Though friends spoke in raptura 

Of Christ on the tree, 
Jehovah Tsidkenu 

Was nothing to me. 

I oft read with pleasure, 

To soothe or engage, 
Isaiah's wild measure, 

And John's simple page ; 
But even when they pictured 

The blood-sprinkled tree^ 
Jehovah Tsidkenu 

Seemed nothing to me. 

like tears from the daughter 

Of Zion that roll, 
I wept when the waten 

Went over his soul ; 



186 THE SAOBEO MINSTBEL. . 

Tet thought not that my sins 
, Had nailed to the tree 
Jehovah Tsidkenu — 
'Twas nothing to me. 

When free grace awoke me. 

By light from on high, 
Then legal fears shook me, 

I trembled to die ; 
Nor ref age, nor safety, 

In self could I see ; 
Jehovah Tsidkenu 

My Saviour must be. 

My terrors all vanished 

Before the sweet name, 
My guilty fears banished. 

With boldness I came 
To drink at the fountain, 

Life-giving and free — 
Jehovah Tsidkenu 

Is all things to me. 

Jehovah Tsidkenu ! 

My treasure and boast, 
Jehovah Tsidkenu ! 

I ne'er can be lost ; 
In Thee I shall conquer 

By flood and by field. 
My cable, my anchor. 

My breast-plate, and shield I 

Even treading the valley. 
The shadow of death, 

This * watchword ' shall rally 
My faltering breath ; 
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For while from lifers fever 
My God sets me free, 

Jehovah Tsidkenu 
My deaih-soDg shall be. 



THE SEA OF GALILEE. 

How pleasant to me thy deep-blue wave, 

Oh, Sea of Galilee ! 
For the glorious One, who came to save. 

Hath often stood by thee. 

Fair are the lakes in the land I love, 
Where pine and heather grow ; 

But thou hast loveliness far above 
What nature can bestow. 

It is not that the wild gazelle 

Gomes down to drink thy tide. 
But He that was pierced to save from hell, 

Oft wandered by thy side. 
• 
It is not that the fig-tree grows, 

And palms, in thy soft air, 
But that Sharon^B fair and bleeding rose 

Once spread its fragrance there. 

Graceful around thee the mountains meet, 

Thou calm reposing sea ; 
But ah, far more ! the beautiful feet 

Of Jesus walked o'er thee. 

These days are past — Bethsaida, where ! 

Chorazin, where art thou ? 
His tent the wild Arab pitches there, 

The wild reed shades thy brow. 
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Tell me, ye motildering fragments, tell, 
Was the Saviour's city*here ? 

Lifted to heaven, has it sunk to hell, 
With none to shed a tear ? 

Ah I would my flock from thee might learn 

How days of grace will flee, 
How all an offered Christ who spurn, 

Shall mourn at last like thee. 

And was it beside this very sea 

The new-risen Saviour said 
Three times to Simon — Lovest thou me ! 

My lambs and sheep then feed. 

Saviour ! gone to God*s right hand, 

Yet the same Saviour still ; 
Graved on Thy heart is this lovely strand. 

And every fragrant hill. 

Oh ! give me, Lord, by this sacred wave^ 

Threefold thy love divine. 
That I may feed, till I find my grave. 

Thy flock — both Thine and mine. 



REASONS WHY CHILDBEN SHOULD COME TO CHBIST. 

Like mist on the mountain. 

Like ships on the sea, 
So swiftly the years 

Of our pilgrimage flee ; 
In the grave of our fathen 

How soon we shall lie I 
Dear children, to-day 

To a Saviour fly. 



IC'CHXTNS. 

How sweet are the flowereti 

In April and May ! 
But often the frost makes 

Them wither away. 
Like flowers you may fade ; 

Are you ready to die I 
While * yet there is room,' 
• To a Saviour fly. 

When Famuel was young, 

He first knew the Lord, 
He slept in his smile, 

And rejoiced in His Word ; 
Bo most of Gted's children 

Are early hrought nigh ; 
Ob, seek Him in youth— 

To a Saviour fly. 

Do you ask me for pleasure t 

Then lean on His breast, 
For there the sin-laden 

And weary find rest. 
In the valley of death 

You will triumphing cry— 
•If this is called dying, 

'Tis pleasant to die.' 
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GEORGE CROLY, LL.D. 

y^^^lpjH o( the moat pavcrfol and reriaas ol 
^^^jjl hviag writos, Dr Croly wss bom in Dotlin 
^^X. about the yeai 17SG, and vaa edaoat«d at 
^y } Tonitj College in tiat <aty. He was one 
S^_^ i of the earliost contribntora to Blaclcaootti 
3K"^ • Maganne, and, foe a period of forty jeain 
ha> ecnohed British serial literatore b; his wriUngK 
He has published MTond Tolmne« of eiceltent pneti?. 
Dr Crolj is reotor of St Slepbeu's-with-BenetB, 
Walbnwk. 

TO THE MEMORY OF A UDY. 

HlQH peace to the soul of the dead, 

Prom the dream of the worid she has gone ! 

On the stars in her glory to tread, 
To be bright in tike blase of tlie throne. 

In yontb she was lorel;; and Time, 
When her rose vith the cypress he twined. 

Left the heart all the irarmtfa of its prime, 
Left her ^e all the light of her mind. 

The summons came forth, and she died 1 
Tet her parting was gentle, for those 

Whom she loved mingl^ tears at her ade — 
Ber death was the mourner's repose. 

Out weakness may weep o'er her bier. 
Bat ber spirit has gone on the wing 

To triumph (or agony here, 

To rejoice in the joy of its King. 



THOMAS BAPIIES, B.D., ll.D. 
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^B THOMAS KAFFLE8, mini»t«r of tlio 
"'^^ CODgregatioiul chapel, Qreat Qeorge Street, 
3tttf'^ Lirerpool, was boni M London an the ITth 
^h h i Ha; 17S!I. He wm ordained to the 
^^^^^ ministiy at Hammeismith in 1809, and 
W[- "*. o three job™ after wbb tnmslated to Ms 
present charge. Dr Snfflea is author of a volume ol 
travels, and of aome other prose works of a religious 
chaimoter. In counectiaD vith two friend% he has 
published a volume of poems. 

THE ONLY OKOUND OF THB BELTEVXK8 HOF9. 

Tbou art my hiding-place, Lord I 

In Thee I put mj tnut ; 
Bncooraged by Thy holy Word, 

A feeble child of dust. 
I have no argument beads, 

I urge no other plea ; 
And 'tis enongb mj Saviour died — 

My Saviour died for like I 

When storms of fierce temptation beat, 

And furious foes assail, 
My refuge is the mercy-seat, 

Hy hops wjtiiin Uie veil 
From strife of tongues, and bitter word^ 

My spirit fliea to Thee; 
Joj to my heart the thought af 

My BarioQT died for ma I 
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'Mid trials, heavy to be home, 

When mortal strength is vain ; 
A heart with grief and anguish torn, 

A body racked with pain. 
Ah ! what could give the sufiferer rest, 

Bid every murmur flee ? 
But this, the witness in my breast — 

My Saviour died for me 1 

And when Thine awful voice commands 

This body to decay ; 
And life, in its List lingering sounds, 

Is ebbing fast away. 
Then, though it be in accents weak, 

And faint, and tremblingly ; 
give me strength in death to speak, 

My Saviour died for me I 



THE POWEE OP GOD. 

Shall mortal man, a child of earth, 
Who yesterday received his birth 

From God's all-bounteous hand ; 
Shall he, while sojourning below, 
Presume tV Almighty's plans to know, 

His ways to understand ? 

He rides upon the stormy deep ; 
His watchful eyes, that never sleep. 

Wide o'er creation roll ; 
And from His high empyreal throne 
Views with one glance the torrid Eone^ 

And ice-surrounded pole. 
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His paths the trackless waters are^ 
The winged whirlwind is His car, 

His wheels the burricaiie ; 
His fieiy coursers bounding, fly, 
Borne rapid through the ethereal skj, 

Or o'er the foaming main ! 

Earth, as He passes, shakes with fear ; 
The infernal spirits, when they hear, 

To deeper caverns fly ; 
Fierce blazing lightnings mark His way, 
Behind Hi;n pealing thunders play 

Their dread artillery ! 

His wisdom, infinite and vast, 
Shall through eternal ages last, 

Unchangeably the same ; 
While in the dreary shades of hell. 
His justice, so inflexible, 

Proclaims His awful name. 

Before the earth or worlds were made^ 
His vast eternal plans were laid 

In wisdom and in love ; 
And what the Almighty then designed, 
Is finished in th' eternal mind ! 

His purpose cannot move. 

Ah ! then, suppress each rising righ, 
Nor dare to ask the Almighty why, 

Or what Eis hands perform ; 
Submit to His all-wise decrees, 
Whose power can calm the raging sea% 

Or raise them to a storm ! 
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NO NIGHT IN HEAVEN. 

{Contributed.) 

No night shall be in heaven — no gathering gloom 
Shall o'er that glorious landscape ever oome: 
No tears shall fall in sadness o'er those flowers 
That breathe their fragrance through celestial buwen. 

No night shall be in heaven — no dreadful hour 
Of mental darkness, or the tempter's power. 
Across those skies no envious cloud shall roll, 
To dim the sunlight of the enraptured soul. 

No night shall be in heaven. Forbid to sleep, 
Those eyes no more their mournful vigils keep : 
Their fountains dried, their tears all wiped away ; 
They gaze undazzled on eternal day. 

No night shall be in heaven— no sorrow's reign — 
No secret anguish — ^no corporeal pain — 
No shivering limbs — no burning fever there — 
No seal's ecUpee — no winter of despair. 

No night shall be in heaven, but endless noon — 
No fast declining sun, nor waning moon : 
But there the Lamb shall yield perpetual light, 
'Mid pastures green, and waters ever bright. 

No night shall be in heaven, no darkened room — 
No bed of death, nor silence of the tomb ; 
But breezes, ever fresh with love and truth. 
Shall brace the frame with an immortal youth. 

No night shall be in heaven ! But night is here — 
The night of sorrow, and the night of fear. 
I mourn the ills that now my steps attend, 
And shrink from others that may yet impend. 



So night shan be in heaven I had I foiih 
To rent in what the faithful Witcen sdth— 
That Faith shonld make these Mdeona phantoms flee, 
Aad leave no mght, henoeforth, on eardk to me. 



HENRY H. MILMAN. 

I^^AfEHKT HAKT MILMAN, Dean of St Paul's, 
j^^^^ -wiU bom at London on the 10th Fehruaiy 
W^M ^^'^^' ^'^ fat'ier, Bir Fraoeia Mihnan, 
^^^ woji [ihj^ciaQ to Gsorge III. Edncated at 
gfe^j9j| Elan aod Oiford, he took order* in 1817, 
Pfa^fl^ :iDd became rioar of St Haij's, Reading. 
In 1821, he was appointed to the profeasonihip of 
poettj in the BBiyeraity of Orford. He aftenrard* 
became rectoc c^ SI Maieant'i^ WestmiuBler, and in 
1S49, wasfffGoentedtohUpresent office. Dean Milman 
has pablighed leTeral hiEtoiioal iroriu, and is jnstlj 
~ la a dramatic poet. 

THE CROCUmON. 

BouHS upon the accursed tre^ 

Faint and bleeding, who is He T 

B; the ejes so pale and dim, 

Btreaming blood, and writhing limb ; 

By the Sesh with scourges tern ; 

By the crown of twisted thorn ; 

By the mde BO deeply pierced ; 

By the baffled, burning thirst ; 

By the drooping death -dewed brow : 

Sob of Man r ■tie Tbou I 'ta Thou [ 
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Bound upon the accursed tree, 

Dread and awful, who is He ! 

By the sun at noonday pale, 

Shivering rocks, and rending veil ; 

By earth, -that trembles at His doom ; 

By yonder saints, who burst their tomb ; 

By Eden promised, ere he died, 

To the felon at his side ; 

Lord ! our suppliant knees we bow : 

Son of Qod ! 'tis Thou !— 'tis Thou t 

Bound upon the accursed tree, 
Sad and dying, who is He ? 
By the last and bitter cry ; 
The ghost given up in agony ; 
By the lifeless body, laid 
In the chamber of the dead ; 
By the mourners come to weep 
Where the bones of Jesus sleep ; 
Crucified ! we know Thee now : 
Son of Man ! 'tis Thou !— 'tis Thou 1 

Bound upon the accursed tree. 
Dread and awful, who is He ? 
By the prayer for them that slew, 
' Lord, they know not what they do ! * 
By the spoiled and empty grave ; 
By the souls He died to save ; 
By the conquest He hath won ; 
By the saints before His throne ; 
By the rainbow round His brow : 
Son of Gbd ! 'tis Thou !— 'tis Thou 1 
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THE LAST DAY. 

Thi chariot ! the chariot ! its wheels roll on fire, 
As the Lord oometh down in the pomp of His ire ; 
Self -moving, it drives on its pathway of cloud, 
And the heavens with the burthen of Godhead are 
bowed. 

The glory ! the glory ! Around Him are poured 
The myriads of angels that wait on the Lord ; 
And the glorified saints, and the martyrs are there, 
And all who the palm-vreath of victory wear. 

The trumpet ! the trumpet ! The dead have all heard, 
Lo ! the depths of the stone-covered charnel are stirred; 
From the ocean and earth, from the south and the 

north, 
Lo ! the vast generations of ages come forth ! 

The judgment ! the judgment ! The thrones are all 

set, 
Where the Lamb and the white-vested elders are met; 
All fiesh is at once in the sight of the Lord, 
And the doom of eternity hangs on His word. 

mercy ! mercy ! Look down &om above. 
Redeemer ! on us, Thy sad children, with love. 
When beneath, to their darkness, the wicked are 

driven. 
May our sanctified souls find a mansion in heaven. 



INVOCATION OF THE EEDEEMER. 

When our heads are bowed with woe, 
When our bitter tears overflow. 
When we mourn the lost, the dear, 
Qracious Son of Maiy, hear 1 



148 THB BkCKOD XHTSTBEL. 

Thou onr throbbing flesli hast worn, 
Thou our mortal griefs hast borne ; 
Thou hast shed the human tear, 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear ! 

When the sullen death-bell tolls 
For our own departed souls ; 
When our final doom is near, 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear I 

Thou hast bowed the dying head, 
Thou the blood of life hast shed ; 
Thou hast filled a mortal bier ; 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear I 

When the heart is sad within, 
With the thought of all its sin. 
When the spirit shrinks with fear. 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear 1 

Thou the shame, the grief hast known, 
Though the sins were not Thine own ; 
Thou hast deigned their load to bear, 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear ! 



Bbothbb, thou art gone before us^ 

And thy saintly soul is flown. 
Where tears are wiped from every eye. 

And sorrow is unknown. 
From the burthen of the flesh. 

And from care and fear released ; 
Where the wicked cease from troubling. 

And the weary are at rest. 
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The toilsome way thou 'st trayelled o*er, 

And borne the heavy load ; 
But Christ hath taught thy languid feet 

To reach his blest abode. 
Thou *rt sleeping now, like Lazarus, 

Upon his father's breast, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weaiy are at rest. 

Sin can neyer taint thee now, 

Nor doubt thy faith assail. 
Nor thy meek trust in Jesus Christ, 

And the Holy Spirit, fail. 
And there thou 'rt sure to meet the good 

Whom on earth thou lovedst best ; 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest. 

' Earth to earth,' and 'dust to dust,' 

The solemn priest hath said ; 
So we lay the turf above thee now, 

And we seal thy narrow bed. 
But thy spirit, brother, soars away 

Among the faithful blest ; 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest. 

And when the Lord shall summon us. 

Whom thou hast left behind, 
May we, untainted by the world, 

As sure a welcome find. 
May each, like thee, depart in peace, 

To be a glorious guest. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling^ 

And the weary are at rest. 



BIR JOHN BOWUmi}, K.B. 

}M^M!£ POET, linguist, and celelirated colonill 
^g^jf goremor. Sir John Bowring was bora at 

^\M ^"^^^ '" i''^^- *' =" ™'''' p*""^ •" 

8^7.^ became Bdil*r of tho WeitmiiuUr Seview. 
c^irj^ Diatingnished a> ■ political economJBt, he 
-^Wl-'^-.'K wta appoiLted to s Bnccesaion of important 
offices under gOTerameiit. In ISIP, he wsh seat as 
British Consul to Hong-Eong ; he EnbeeqnentI; act«d 
there asplenipot«ntiai7;and8ince 1854, he has held the 
high office of goTernor. A learned and Tolnminooa 
writer, he has published verriona of poema tranalated 
from all the languages of Eoiope. Be was knigh(«d 
in 1854. 

AN EVKSIS'G-SEBTICE. 

Thb cold vind strips the fellow leaf. 
The staiB are twinkling faintly o'er na ; 

All nature weaifl her ^rb of grief, 

While daj'a fair book ia closed before na. 

The BongB bare ceased, and bnay men 
Are tn their beda of aiJenee creeping ; 

Tlie pale cold moon looka ont again 
On the timid irorlil, ao aofclj Bleeping. 

Oh ! in an hour ao still as this. 

From care, and toil, and tumult atealinj^ 

I'll copsecrate an hoar to bliss. 
To meek deletion's bol; feeling: 
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And rifle to Thee — to Thee, whose hand 
Unrolled the golden map of heaven ; 

Mantled with beauty all the land, 
Ghkve light to morn, and shade to even. 

Being, whose all-pervading might 

The laws of countless worlds disposes ; 

Yet gives the sparkling dews their light, 
Their beauty to the blushing roses. 

Thou, Ruler of our destiny ! 

With million gifts hast Thou supplied us ; 
Hidden from our view futurity. 

Unveiling all the past to guide na. 

Though dark may be earth's vale and damp^ 
A thousand stars shine sweetly o'er us, 

And immortality's pure lamp 
Gladdens and gilds our path before us. 

And in the silence of the scene. 

Sweet tones from heaven are softly speaking ; 
Celestial music breathes between, 

The slumbering soul of bliss awaking. 

Short is the darkest night, whose shade 
Wraps nature's breast in clouds of sadness ; 

And joy s sweet flowers, that seem to fade, 
Shall bloom anew in kindling gladness. 

Death's darkness is more bright to him 

Who looks beyond in visions holy, 
Than passion's fires, or splendour's dream, 

Or all the glare of sin and folly. 

The silent tear, the deep-fetched sigh, 
Which virtue heaves in hours of qniet^ 

Are dearer than pomp's revelry. 
Or the mad laugh of frenzied riot« 



1£2 THB BAOBID MINSTREL. 

Smiles from a eonscience purified. 
Far lovelier than the fleeting gloiy 
• Conferred in all a monarch's pride, 
Embalmed in all the light of story. 

This joy be ours, our weeks shall roll — 
And let them roll — our bark is diiven 

Safe to its harbour — and our soul 
Awaking, shall awake in heaven. 



EVENING PRAISE. 
To Thee, my God ! to Thee I bring 
The evening's grateful offering ; 
From Thee the source of joy above, 
Flow everlasting streams of love ; 
And all the rays of light that shine, 
And bless creation. Lord ! are thine. 

From the green valley, glad and gay. 
Among whose flowers the zephyrs play^ 
Up to the asure hill, whose height 
And distance bound the far-sti«tehed sight, 
Bearing its proud head edlently — 
All, all is eloquent with Thee. 

And from th'e little worm, whose light 
Shines palely through the shades of night, 
Up to the sparkling stars, that run 
Their evening rounds — or glorious sun. 
Boiling his car to twilight's rest — 
All, all in Thee is bright and blest. 

The mom, when stepping down the hills — 
The noon, which all creation fills 
With glory — evening's placid fall — 
The twilight — and ^e raven pall 
Of midnight— all alike proclaim 
Thy greats Thine all-impreasive name. 
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Wh«n in the darksesB, deep and dnll, 
The shining stan look beautifnl ; 
When the bine heavens that we behold 
Are sprinkled o'er with living gold, 
And the calm breeie speaks whisperingly— 
We hold communion, Lord ! with Thee. 

A thonsand snns around us rise 

As bright as lamps of Paradise ; 

While coimtleas stars, commingling, play 

In yonder devious milky-way ; 

And the tall hills, and valleys deep, 

Are wrapt in calm and solemn sleep. 

And softly sink night's shades again 
Upon the shifting tents of men ; 
And welcome is the evening-hour, 
And sweet the midnight's magic power. 
Which, through the silence of the air. 
Visits the heart, and triumphs there. 

'Tls still, and darkness* mild control 
Revives, renews the wearied soul ; 
Its mild, benignant influence 
Strengthens again the exhausted sense ; 
And, when the morning twilight breaks, 
A re-created man awakea 

On the green branch the slumbering bird 
Broods calmly — in the woods is heard 
Nor voice, nor echo — silent all, 
Except the untired water-faU, 
That seems to glide more sweetly oo. 
Because its song is heard akme. 
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Bat over all — above, below, 

We see Thee - ever-present Thou ! 

In every wandering rill that flows, 

In every gentle breeze that blows ; 

In every rising, setting sun, 

We trace Thee— own Thee— holy One! 

Yes I in the mid-day's fei-vid beams. 

And in the midnight's shadowy dreams, 

In action and repose, we see. 

We recognise and worship Thee ; 

To Thee our worthiest songs would give, 

And in Thee die, and to Thee live. 



MECHANICS IXSTTTUnONa 

MiQHTV is the power that gives 
Hope and bliss to all that lives ; 
While man's bappy lot is this, 
First in hope, and first in bliss. 

Of the joys that fill his breast, 
Joys of knowledge are the best ; 
Linked to his diviner part, 
Oh, they purify his heart ! 

Sweet it is when evening's sun 
Smiles on daily labours done ; 
And the labourer comes to slake 
Thirst for truth at Wisdom's lake 

As he drinks, the generous stream 
Strengthens and enlightens him ; 
While his well-trained mind is taught 
Higher views and nobler thought. 

Then and thus he learns to scan 
All the dignity of man ; 
Then and thus he soars sublime 
O'er the wretched cares of time. 
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HOME JOTS. 



SwxBT Are the joys of home, 

And pure as sweet ; for they, 
Like dews of mom and eyening, come 

To wake and close the day. 

The world hath its delights, 

And its delusions too ; 
But home to calmer bliss invites^ ' 

More tranquil and more true. 

The mountain-flood is strong, 

But fearful in its pride ; 
"While gently rolls the stream along 

The peaceful valley's side. 

Life*s charities, like light, 

Spread smilingly afar ; 
But stars approached, become more bright) 

And home is life's own star. 

The pilgrim's step in Tain 

Seeks Eden's sacred ground ; 
But in home's holy joys, again 

An Eden may be found. 

A glance of heaven to see, 

To none on earth is given ; 
And yet a happy family 

Is but an earlier heaven. 



ALARIC A. WATTS. 

a ^^ ^* ;l .U!tC ALBXAKDK& WATTS tu bora at 
St^Sf L^'^iloB. ■" <^ 1*<^ Kx*^ 17BS. Id 1G22 
^£^^k ^'^ pilMidcd > bbaU ndome of poema, 
^a1^ -nT:[led i><«d«»i Sl<fc*<^ md i. lie nme 
^ ^._ 3 ^ ; ' ', ■eeeptad tke editoraUp of the LeaU 
! ' 'O^KKOr newsp^KT. In 1S21 he esblb- 
lubed The Mamckater Oamrier, and three jeus 
after, became the fint editor of the ijatiaa Standard. 
In 1833 lie onginatod Tht UuHed Serziee GauOe, 
vhich he condncUd for the period of ten yean. Ha 
afterwardfl reiomed hia connec^on vith the Slandard^ 
bat in 1S17 retired from hU dntica aa a newipaps' 
writer. In 18S3 be received a dTil-liit penaon of 
£100. His aelect poetical writing^ under Uu title 
of Lyriet of the Beart and other Foant, were pab- 
liahed in ISGO, in a handaoBel; illnstnted act«Tt> 
Tolume. 

HOPK 
TaiRl is a thought can lift the sanl 
AlwTB the nairaw sphere that bounds it ; 
A star, that sheds its mild codLtoI 
Brightest when griefs dark cloud snrronnda it, 
And poon a soft perradiug ray, 
Life's ills can never chase awa;. 
When earthly joys have left the breast. 
And eren the Ust fond hope it cherished 
Ot mortal bliss - too like the rest- 
Beneath woe's withering tonch has perished, 
Vltb fadeless lustre streams that light, 
A halo on the brow of night, 



And bf tt«r wen onr sojouniB hen 
In thia dork wildeme» of sorroir, 
Did not that rainbOT beam appear, 
The bera'd of a brighter monoir; 
A f riendl; beacon bom on Mgh, 
To gaidt m to etemity. 



HUGH 8T0WELL. 

3g^^^ of St StepheD'a cburch, Salford, near Hun - 
^$1^'' '^''^^'^i ^"^ ^"' *" December 1796, at 
M^^" IiDoglaSjlBle of Man. He studied at Oiford, 
^jj^^j jiiid was oidained to the paatoral office in 
^CT M 1 828. After labouring at Hudderafield for 
a period oE tiro jears, be accepted the chai^a at Salford, 
vhich he itiU retiunB. He wax ippointcd canon of 
Chester in 1846, and niral dean of Salford in 1861. 
CanoD Slovell i* Uie anthor of aeieral works, both in 
prou sod poetij; he is reputed aa a powerful preacher, 
and is a leader of tbe Bvaagelical section of the Church 

THE MZSCT-SEAT. 

Fboh OTer; atonn; irind that blows, 
ftom ereiy swelling tide of woee, 
Then ii a calm, a mre ntrsat, 
"Ea found beuMtli the mercr-eeat. 
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Tbere is a place where Jesns sheds 
The oil of gladnera on our heads ; 
A place than all besides more sweet- 
It is the blood-bought mercy-seat. 

There is a scene where spiritB blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend, 
Though sundered far — by faith they meet 
Around one common mercy-seat. 

Ah ! whither could we flee for aid, 
When tempted, desolate, dismayed — 
Or how the hosts of hell defeat, 
Had suffering saints no mercy-seat t 

There ! there— on eagle wings we soar, 
And sin and sense are all no more ; 
And heayen comes down our souls to greet) 
And glory crowns the mercy-seat. 

let my hand foi^et her skill. 
My tongue be siknt, cold, and still, 
This bounding heart foi^get to beat, 
If I forget the mercy-seat ! 



THE YOUNG CHRISTIAN SOLDIER. 
{Contributed.) 

Tht cross, Lord, the holy sif^ 
That we thereafter should be Thine^ 
Was traced upon our infant brow. 
And shall we fear to own it now t 

God, forbid ! before the vain, 
The proud, the scoffing, the pro&ne. 
We will, through grace, our Lord oonfesi^ 
His faint, but fiuthful witnesses. 
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In weakness he his strength displays, 
From yoathfnlness he perfects praise ; 
And we, his little soldiers, stand 
Strong in the might of his right hand. 

Smile on ns, Lord, and we will fear 

Nor scorn, nor shame, whilst Thon art near; 

Reproach is glory, suffering rest. 

If home for Thee -if by l*hee blest. 

Great Judge of all 1 in that dread day 
When heaven and earth shall flee away* 
Before the universe confess, 
Thy iaint but faithful witnesses. 



BIBLE SOCIETT'S JUBILEE HTXN. 
{ConMbuted.) 

Lord of all power and mighty 
Father of love and light, 

Speed on Thy Word; 
0, let the Gospel sound 
All the wide world around ; 
Wherever man is found, 

God speed His Word. 

On this high jubilee, 

Thine let the glory be, * 

Hallelujah I 
Thine is the mighty plan 
From heaven the work began, 
Away with praise of man, 

Glory to God. 

Lo t what embattled f oes^ 
"Flim la their hate oppose 
God's holy Word; 
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One for ids truth -we stand, 
Strong in Ms own right hand» 
Finn as a martyr band. 

God shield his Word 1 

Onward shall be onr course, 
Despite of frand or force, 

Gk>d is before ; 
His Word ere long shall nUt 
Free as the noonday san, 
His purpose must be done^ 

Qod bless his Word. 



THE SAVIODBTS CUP. 
{CanMbuied.) 

MxEK Lamb of God ! on Thee 
In sorrow I repose ; 
But for Thy tenderness and grace, 
How hopeless were our woes. 

Though bitter is my cup, 

Tet how can I repine ? 

It stills my eveiy restless thought 

To think that cup was Thine. 

Since Thou hast hallowed woe, 

I would not shun the rod, 

But bless the chastening hand that seeks 

To bring me to my God. 

Distress and pains I hail, 

If these conform to Thee ; 

Be but Thy peace, Thy patience mine. 

And 'tis enough for me. 



CHARLES SWAIN. 

^^y^HABLBB SWAIN waB, in 1803, bom at 
<^ ^L^ M^iDcUeater, where he has rceided ev^r 
^S?^ since. In 1827, he pnbliEhed it Tolume of 
SCKC^^Sp poem^ eDdtied Metrical Egaayi, vhich vaa 
SgljEM foUoH-Bd, in 1831, tj tte pobhcation of 
^Uve^Ts The 3!ind and other Poenn. Sareral other 
poetical woiki have proceeded from hiB pen. Aa a 
poet, he «u much admired bj the lanreate, Sonthej, 
uid hi> compositions have deBersedlj attMned wide 
Celebris, both in Britain and America. Mr Swain 
followi tbe profeiaion of a Beal-engrarer. 

liABBATB CHafflffl. 
Thcei '8 mane in tbe momiDg air, 

A hoi; voice and sweet, 
For calling io the bouee of prayer 

The LumbUet peasant's feet. 
Prom Mil, and lale, and distant moor. 

Long as tbe chime ie heard, 
Each cottage aenda its tenants poor 

For God'a enriching word. 
Where'er tbe British power bath trodj 

The Cross o! f^th ascends ; 
And, like a radiant arcb of &od. 

The light of Scripture bends ! 
Deep in the forest wilderness, 

lie icood-lmUt chureh is known ; 
A sheltering wing, in man's diatreaa^ 

Spread liie the Saviour's own r 
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The warrior from his armed tent, 

The seaman from the tide, 
Far as the Sabbath chimes are sent 

In Christian nations wide — 
Thousands and tens of thousands bring 

Their sorrows to His shrine, 
And taste the neyer-failing spring 

Of Jesns* lore divine ! 

I^ at an earthhf chime, the tread 

Of million, million feet 
Approach whene'er the Gospers read 

In Cbd'B own temple-seat ; 
How blest the sight, from death's dark sleep, 

To see GK)d*s saints arise, 
And countless hosts of angels keep 

The Sabbath of the ahies/ 



THE TRUEST FBJESD. 

Thv&b is a friend, a secret friend, 

In every trial, every grief. 
To cheer, to coimsel, and defend, 

Of all ire ever had the chief I 
A friend, who watching from above^ 

Whene'er in error's path we trod. 
Still sought us with reproving love ; 

That £riend, that secret friend, is GK>D I 

There is a friend, a faithful friend, 

In evexy chance and change of fkte. 
Whose boundless love doth solace send, 

When other friendships come too late I 
A friend, that when the world deceives, 

And wearily we onward plod. 
Still comforts evexy heart that grieves ; 

That true, that faithful friend, is Cjon 1 



Ho<r 1)l«t the jeais of life migbt flow, 

In ODe onchuiged, unshaken trust ; 
If man this trutii would only know, 

And lore hk Haksr, and be just I 
Tee, there's & friend, & coasLant friend, 

^'ho ne'er forsakee the lowliest Bod, 
Bnt in each nesd, His hand doth tend ; 

That friend, that tmeat friend, is Goi> I 



D. T. K. DRUMMOND. 

I T. E. DEUMMOKD is the ronngest bod 
£ of James Dnimmond, Esq. of AbemchlU, 
I Perthshire. He was bom at Bdinburgh, 
1 ednoated for the Epiaropal Chnrcb. 
E In 1830, he received oidere from the 
B Chnroh of England, and tor two years 
held a charge in the oeiglibaurlioad of BriatoL He 
has since resided in Edinburgh, ajid is at present 
incumbent of St Thomas' Bpiscopal chapel in that cilj'. 
Among other works, he has pablished Lait Seattt in 
the Life of Chritt, and ilfeinoirs of Monlagvt Slanlq/, 
CHBI3T BEALL OtVE THEli LIGHT. 
Tbod earth ! o'er which the curse of sin 

Has flung the shroud of night. 
On thee the daj-epring hath appeared, 

For Ctriat shall give thee light. 
Oh sinner : on whose soal hath dwelt 

Bin's deep and deadly blight^ 

Arise I hope dawns upon the tmb, 

For Christ ahill give thee light. 
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Ohristiaii ! does thy i>atliway aeem 

Dark to tby feeble sight ? 
Direct thine eyes to Christ on highj 

For He shall give thee light. 

Soldier ! does the shadowy foe 

Darken the field of fight ? 
Dauntless hold np the shield of faith, 

For Christ shall give thee light. 

Mourner ! has sorrow bowed thy heart 

In sad and dreary night ? 
Smile through thy tears, the day is nigh 

When Christ shall give thee light. 

ThovL trembling one, who must appeat 
Before Christ in his might ; 

He is thy Judge, but He is Love, 
And He shall give thee light. 

Blessed heir of glory ! hast thou reached 
Thy home so pure and bright? 

Thy heritage is sure, for Chnst 
For ever gives thee light. 



GOD IS LOVE. 

What is the Lord ? survey the world, 
Each hill, each vale, each stream, each grore ; 
From evexy rock, and field, and tree, 
A voice replies, that ' God is love ! ' 

What is the Lord ? Gaze through the skieB 
On yon bright orbs which ceaseless move 
Li ^orious maze^still as tiiey roll 
They chant the song that * God ifi lore I ' 
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What, is the Lord ? Look to the place 
Where gloiy sits enthroned above ; 
Ten thonsand times ten thousand there 
Cry, with one voice, that *GK)d is love !* 

What is the Lord ? Search nature's store. 
Her length and breadth, below, above — 
There *8 not an atom but appears 
Stamped with the record, * GK>d is love ! ' 

Yet amid all, behold yon tree I 
One glance of faith will sweetly prove, 
That there the brightest ray descends, 
Which, beaming, tells that * Qod is love 1' 

Dark is the wood, and stained with blood. 
Yet o'er it broods the holy Dove^ 
Uttering, to all eternity, 
The stiU small voice, that ' Gk>d is love 1 ' 



THE WIDOW OF NAIN. 
{ContrHmted.) 

"Bbxsg forth the dead I 

He was her only son. 

Her last, her best of earthly joys ; 

Qod's will be done 1 

The widowed heart, 

Alas ! is broken now; 

But 'tis the Lord of Hosts who speak^y 

And she must bow. 

Go gently on. 

In deepest silence gp ; 

There needs no pliiantive wail to mark 

Her spirit's woe^ 
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Who stops the way 

Of death and agony ? 

That form, that brow, the glistening tear, 

The beaming eye. 

It is the Nazarene — 
He speaks ! The still small voice, 
Like nature's softest melody, 
Bids the lone heart rejoice. 

These tender sounds of love 
Have reached the mourner's heart ; 
The tempest sinks into a calm, 
The clouds of woe depart. 

* Weep not, ' He gently said. 
And wiped away her tears ; 
Hope dawned upon her weary soul. 
And charmed to rest her fears. 

He came and touched the bier, 

Deep was the mighty thrill 

Which throbbed with silent power through all ; 

And they that bore stood still. 

Once more His voice was heard — 

All nature waiting lies ; 

With life and death upon his lips — 

* Toung man, I say, arise ! * 

Burst are the bonds of death. 
Broken that deep repose ; 
Resistless was the voice which called, 
And the young man arose. 

Then He, whose mighty power 
This wondrous work had done. 
Came softly where the widow stood, 
And gave her back her son. 



OvB glorious home kbor^ 

Th« city of oar God, 
Hie resUDg-pUce of p«a«« and Iot^ 

The pil^im'a sweet abode. 

for an ajigel's wing, 

To Boai above the Alta, 
And join the uigelic choir vho ling 

Thffli hallowed Ejmphoidea. 
Furs maneions of &e hlest, 

Prepared by Jesos' hand, 
Tbat all Hia own may sweetly nat 

Bafa in EmmannerB Und. 

Hay eaoh we lore be then^ 
FiDm death and darkneaa froa ; 

Onr joy nnapeakable io share 
Throaghoat eternity. 



WILLIAM LEA8K, D.D. 

^LLIAH LEASE was bom at Elrbwall, 
^ in Orkney. Entitely self-edacated, he 
s oid^ed minister of a NoDooa- 
Tiiist chnrch at Sheffield, in 1839. 
nbBcquently ministered at Dover 
' London, and is now pastor of tlie 
Congregationaliat cbon^ at Ware, Eerta. Among hia 
u works in proie and poeti7,mivbe enumerated : 
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The Two Lights, The Footsteps of the Messiah, The 
Beauties of the Bible, and The Lays of the FvAwre, 
Dr Leaak is at present editor of The Christian World 
and The British Flag. 

'YET A UXTLE WHUiEL^ 

Wbabt one, wait ! the dawn is approaching; 

Soothe thee, and faint not, the day is at hand ; 
The sorrow that tries thee, on joy though encroaching. 

Will meeten thy soul for the beautiful land ! 

Weaiy one, wait ! the grief that oppresses. 

Though it comes not as friends do, in friendship will 
end; 

With the pitile&s storm, the heart that distresses, 
The sunshine of mercy will speedily blend. 

Weary one, wait ! the Lord tho\i adorest 
Watches the progress of grace in thy soul ; 

Abhorriug intensely the sins thou abhorrest. 
He wills to pronounce thee * every whit whole.' 

Then, weary one, wait ! thy Jesus hath waited 
Much longer for thee, to bring thee to God ; 

Let thy soul, which His Spirit anew hath created, 
Exult in His friendship, and bow to His rod I 

A little while yet, and thou wilt delight thee 
In treasures of happiness passing belief ; 

Then, let not the heat of the furnace affright thee, 
Thy God worketh gladness etemaf from griel 



THE BEAUTIFUL LAND. 

Sat, where is the beautiful land 
Where the sorrows of time are unknown, 

Where the triumph of good is complete. 
And happiness reigneth alone : 



V 



b it far from the orbit of caith, 

From th(j eweep of Astronomy'B e;e 1 
In legions onbeanl of by men, 

By Ood onrevealed, doea it lie f 
Iffben tbe BOnI of tbe saint taketb wing 

From its faeble onclosnrB of clay, 
Vbo goidsB iti odTentnroiu flight 

To tbo» reolnu of glorious day I 
Ara angela its ionmeying friends, 

Aa it poBsetb tbiongh finnunents vide t 
Or does lore to tbe Saviour lead 

Tbe enfranchised pae close to bis sida! 
When tbe eye of tbe traTeller faUs 

On tbe ebares of that beaatifnl placs. 
An ecsta^ thrills through his heart, 

That ripeneth to glory hia giai:^ 1 
The balm of tliat paradise breathed, 

Immortality mArks him ber awn. 
And he wonhipa, in presence of god^ 

Inunanael that ^la on Oie throne I 



CHARLES MACKAY, I/L.D. 

'A^KHB of the meet popular of liiing song-writer^ 
''^ Charles Hackay is Uk«irise known as a 

f^ writer of Sacred YOi»e. He was bom at 
T^ Perth in 1311, educated chiefly in London, and 
i^^i aarly became connected with the newspaper 
^c^l press. He is the anther of seieral esteemed 
le works, and of nomerons Tolnmca of poetry. He 
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holds the influential office of editor of the HUutrat^ 
London News. His degree was confirmed in 1846, by 
the UniTersity of Glasgow. 

REPENTANCE. 

Br the red lightning rent and riven, 

And stretched along the plain, 
Can the tall oak extend to heaven 

Its gay, green boughs again ? 
Or when a star hath lost its track. 

And faded from on high. 
Can aught restore the lost one back 

To glory and the sky ? 

No : the tall oak no more can spread 

Its green leaves to the blast ; 
Nor can the meteor which hath fled 

Recall its splendours past. 
Can man, deep sunk in guilty care, 

And pressed by human ills, 
Gain triumph o'er his dark despair, 

And find a solace still ? 

Tes I He who for our ransom bled. 

Holds back the avenging rod. 
When meek contrition bows her heact, 

Repenting to her God. J 

Though dark the sin— though deep the heart ^ 

Be sunk in guilt and x>ain, 
Yet mercy can a balm impart. 

And raise it up again. 



HOKATIBS BONAE, M. 



*M 



DISTINQUISHED thealogi<»l writer and 
efit«emed Saci^ poet. HerBtioH Bon&r u 
i^'^iv " ""'^^^ "^ Edinburgh, and was educated 
Q>^ ^ "^ "'^ Higli School and UniTerut; of that 
^?^_^S oit7 He waa ordaiaed to the miniatiy in 
?T 7 n Eelso in 1839, and haa ainca piosBcnted the 
paitoial dntioa in that place. He joined the Free 
Chnich in 1813. Hia religiooB prow worka are ywj 
nnmerooa. Hia beat apiritnal Bongs ore contained in 
liii recent Tolmnfl, Bnlitled Bjfirau of Fail^ and S<^t. 
NOUOBEBEA. 
BtrxHlB ocean, idlj vaahing 

Thia graj lock on irhich I lean ; 
Sumner ocean, broadly BaaMng 

With tb; baea of gold anil green ; 
Gently awelling, wildly daahing 

O'er jon iBbjid-atndded scene ^ 
SDnimer ocean, bow I'll mira thee, 

Hias the tlionder of tb; roar, 
Misa the music of thy ripple, 

Hisa thy aorrov-sootbing shore. 

Summer ocean, bcv I 'II miss tbee. 

When 'the eea shall be no more.' 

Snmmer ocean, how I'll miss thee. 

As along thy strand I range ; 
Or, as here I eit and watch Uiee 
In tiiy mooda of endlera change. 
Mirthful mooda of moning gladuen. 
Musing moods of sunset sadness ; 
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When the dying winds caress thee, 
And the sinking sunbeams kiss thee, 
And the crimson cloudlets press thee, 
And all nature seems to bless thee ! 
Summer ocean, how I '11 miss thee, 

Miss the wonders of thy shore, 
Miss the magic of thy grandeur, 
When ' the sea shall be no more 1 ' 

And yet sometimes in my musings, 

When I think of what shall be ; 
In the day of earth's new glory, 

Still I seem to roam by thee. 
As if all had not departed. 

But the glory lingered still ; 
As if that which miade thee lovely, 

Had remained unchangeable. 
Only that which marred thy beauty, 

Chily tJiat had passed away; 
Sullen wilds of ocean-moorland. 

Bloated features of decay. 
Only that dark waste of waters, 

l2ne ne'er fathomed, eye ne'er scanned; 
Only that shall shrink and vanish, 

Yielding back the imprisoned land. 
Yielding back earth's fertile hollows, 

Long submerged and hidden pl^dns ; 
Giving up a thousand valleys 

Of the ancient world's domains. 
Leaving still bright azure ranges. 

Winding round this rocky tower ; 
Leaving still yon gem-bright island, 

Sparkling like an ocean-flower. 
Leaving still some placid sketches, 

Where the sunbeams bathe at noon; 
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Leaving still some lake-like reaches 

Miners for the silver moon. 
Only all of gloom and horror, 

Idle wastes of endless brime, 
Hi^nnts of darkness^ storm, and danget; 

These shall be no longer thine. 
Backward ebbing, wave and ripple, 

Wonderons scenes shall then disclose ; 
And, like earths, the wastes of ocean 

Then shall blossom aa the rose. 



THE HIXTINQ-FLACE. 

Whiebv the faded flower shall freshen, 

Freshen never more to fade ; 
Where the shaded sky shall brighten, 

Brighten never more to shade : 
Where the snn-blaze never scorches ; 

Where the star-bealns cease to chill ; 
Where no temt>e8t stirs the echoes 

Of the wood, or Wave, or hill : 
Where the mom shall wake in gladness^ 

And the noon the joy prolong; 
Where the daylight dies in fragrance, 

'Mid the bnrst of holy song : 

Brother, we shall meet and rest, 
'Mid the holy and the blest I 

Where no shadow shall bewilder, 

Where life's vain parade is o'er ; 
Where the sleep of sin is broken. 

And the dreamer dreams no more : 
Where no bond is ever snndered ; 

Partings, claspings, sob, and moan. 
Midnight waking, twilight weeping, 

Heavy noontide — all are done : 
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Where the child has found its mother, 

Where the mother finds the child; 
Where dear famines are gathered 
That were scattered on the wild : 
Brother, we shall meet and rest, 
'Mid thft holy and the blest ! 

Where the hidden wonnd is healed, 

Where the blighted life re-blooms ; 
Where the smitten heart the freshneas 

Of its buoyant youth resumes: 
Where the love that here we laTish 

On the withering leaves of time, 
Shall have fadeless flowers to fix on, 

In an ever spring-bright clime : 
Where we find the joy of loying, 

As we never lored before, 
Loving on, unchilled, unhindered. 

Loving once, and evermore : 

Brother, we shall meet and rest, 
*Mid the holy and the blest ! 

Where a blasted world shall brighten 

Underneath a bluer sphere. 
And a softer, gentler sunshine 

Shed its hesding splendour here : 
Where earth's barren vales shall blossom. 

Putting on their robe of green. 
And a purer, fairer Eden 

Be where only wastes have been : 
Where a King in kingly glory, 

Such as earth hath never known. 
Shall aiasume the righteous sceptre. 

Claim and wear the holy crown : 
Brothen.we shall meet and rest, 
'Hid ti^ holy and the blest 
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THE MOBNING-STAB. 

TnEBH is a moming-Btar) my soul, 

There is a moniing-star ; 
*Twill soon be near and bright, though now 

It seems so dim and far. 
And when timers stars haY« come and gone, 
And every mist of earth has flown, 
That better star shaU rise 
On this world's clouded skies, 
To shine for ever I 

The night is well-nigh spent, my soul, 

The night is well-nigh spent. 
And soon above our heads shall shine 

A glorious firmament : 
A sky all glad, and pure, and bright, 
The Lamb, once slain, its perfect light ; 
A star without a cloud. 
Whose light no mists enshroud, 
Descending never. 



BEST TONDEB. 

This is not my place of resting. 

Mine 's a city yet to come ; 
Onwards to it I am hasting. 

On to my eternal home. 

In it all is light and gloiy. 
O'er it shines a nightless day ; 

Every trace of sin's sad story. 
All the curse has passed away. 

There the Lamb, our Shepherd, leads us 
By the streams of life along ; 

On tiie freshest pasture feeds us, 
Turns our sij^ung into song. 



]f6 THE SAORSb ihNSTRSL. 

Soon we pass this desert dreary, 
Soon we bid farewell to pain ; 

Never more be sad or weaiy, 
Neyer, never sin again. 



THE EVERLASTma MEMOBIAL. 

Up and away, like the dew of the morning, 
Soaring from earth to its home in the sun — 

So let me steal away, gently and lovingly, 
Only' remembered by what I have done. 

My name, and my place, and my tomb, all foifgotten, 
The brief race of time well and patiently ran ; 

So let me pass away, peacefully, silently. 
Only remembered by T^hat I have done. 

Gladly away from this toil woiild I hasten. 
Up to the crown that for me has been won ; 

Unthought of by man in rewards or in praises, 
Only remembered by what I have done. 

Up and away, like the odours of sunset, 
That sweeten the twilight as darkness comes on ; 

So be my life—a thing felt but not noticed. 
And I but remembered by what I have done. 

Yes, like the fragrance that wanders in fi'eshness. 
When the flowers that it came from are closed up 
and gone ; 

So would I be to this world's weary dwellers, 
Only remembered by what I have done. 

Needs there the praise of die love-wiitten record, 
The name and the epitaph graved on the stone ? 

The things we have lived for, let them be our story, 
We ourselves but remembered by what we have done. 
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1 need not be mused, if my life has been bearing 
(As its summer and antunm moved silently on) 

The bleem, and the fruit, and the seed of its season ; 
I shall still be lemembered by what I have done. 

I need not be missed, if another succeed me, 
To reap down those fields which in spring I have 
sown ; 
He who ploughed and who sowed is not missed by the 
reaper, 
He is only remembered by what he haa done« 



LOST BUT FOUND. 

I WAB a wand'ring she^, 

I did not love tiie folc^ 
I did not loYe my Shepherd's voice, 

I would not be controlled. 
I was a wayward child, 

I did not love my home, 
I did not love my Other's voice^ 

I loved afar to roam. 

The Shepherd sought his sheep^ 

The Father sought his child, 
They followed me o'er vale and hil^ 

O'er deserts waste and wild. 
They found me nigh to death. 

Famished, and faint, and lone ; 
They bound me with the bands of love ;. 

They saved the wandering one>I 

They spoke in tender bve, 
They raised my drooping head ; 

They gently closed my bleeding woundi^ 
My Minting soul they fed. 



Xbej w>ali£d ay Glth nwaj, 

The; tnade me clean and fair ; 
They brouglit me to my home in peace— 

The long-aonght wandeEerl 
Jesaa m; Shepherd is, 

'Tiraa Be Uiat lOTed my boqI, 
'Tvaa He Uiat wathed me in bjs blood, 

'T»Ba Be that made me whole. 
'Twaa He that BOaght the lort, 

That fonnd the wandering ^eep ; 
'TwBS He that bronght me t« tbe fold, 

'Til He that still doth beep. 
I Tai > vuiderii^ aheep, 

I woold not be conlmUed ; 
But now I love my Shepherd's voice, 

I lore, I love tlie fold I 
I was a wayward child, 

I once preferred to roam ; 
But now I Idts my Fathef'a voice, 

I love, I love HU home. 



JOHN REBLE. 

Si i| KebU waa born abont the year 1800, and 
^£ W ^K ^1"^^ '^ Oriel College, Oif ord. Id that 
E^BJSiCo IJniTendty, be aftenrards held ths disUn- 
^jj^^^o gniihed office of Profeesor of Poetij. He 
^f^-'T"*' lias, for many years, been vicar of Hnrsley, 
near VTinchester. The OhriiUian Tear was fint 
pnbliBh«d in 1827 ; it has paned Uuongh npwards of 
fifty editions. 
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THE BOd^ CO* NATUBE. 

Theke is a Book, who rons may read, 

Whicli heayenly trQth imparts ; 
And all the lore its scbolats need, 

Pure eyes, and Christian hearts. 

The works of Gtod above, below, 

^thin ns, and around. 
Are pages in that book, to shew 

How God Himself is found. 

The glorious sky, embracing all. 

Is like the Maker's love, 
Wherewith encompassed, gieat and small 

In x)eaoe and order move. 

The moon aboye, the chnrch below, 

A wondrous race they run ; 
But all their radiance, all their glow. 

Each borrows of its sun. 

The Saviour lends the light and heat 

That crowns His holy hill ; 
The saints, like stars, around His seat 

Perform their courses stilL 

The saints above are stars in heaven, 

What ate the saints on earth ? 
Like trees they stand, whom GK>d has given. 

Our Eden's happy birth. 

Faith is their fixed, unswerving root, 

Hope their unfading flower; 
Fair deeds of charity their fruity 

The glory of their bower. 

The dew of heaven is like Thy graces 

It steals in silence down ; 
But where it lights, the fiivoured place 

By richest fruits is known. 



Ooe Ifune above >U gloiioiiB namei^ 

With its ten thoDsuiil tongnea. 
The ererlaatiug lea proclaim^ 

Echoing nngelio WDgB. 
The nt^Dg fin, the roaring wind, 

Th; boDDdleaa power diapl&y ; 
But in the gentler breeie, we find 

Thy Bpirit's Tiewlees way. 
Two worida are onra ; 'tia ati]y lin 

PorbidB oa to deaciy 
The miratjc heaven and earUi wiUiin, 

Plain aa the aea and aky. 
Thou, who halt given me ejet to ne. 

And love this right so fair, 
Qive me a heart to find out Tbeii 

And read Thee eveiTwhere. 



HENRT BOQERS. 



) critde and theoli^iM), 
^" -"S^ HeniyEogerBwaaoriginally Bipaalorof the 
•in -^ ^ Independent Church. BelinqiiiHhing the 
°7'' ^ clerical profueioii, owing to ill faealtb, he 
^j_^^^ became ProfeMor of English Liloratiire in 
T*R Univemty College, London. He now holds 
a profcsaomhip in the Independent Collie, Spring 
Hill, Birminghasi. Mr Bogen ia well knomi to the 
literal; world from hia contribntdona to the SdmbuTgh 
lUnetB. Hia jtutly rspnied work. The Edifte of 
Faith, h(ta paaaed thniDgh man; editions. 



THE LAST PLAOUli OF EGYPT. 
"Tia midnight^ 'tis m[daiglit, o'er Egjpt'a duk A.j, 
And in vMrlwind and Btorm the Birecco tnreepB b; ; 
All arid and bot is its deatli-breathiiig blist^ 
Each sleeper breatlies thick, and eaoh bosom beats tMt. 
And the f onng mother Takes, and aronaes from rest, 
And presses more closelj her babe to her breast ; 
But the heart that she preeaes is deaUilike and still. 
And the lips that Ae kiwes are breathleu and chilL 
And the yoimg brother clingH to Uie elder in fear, 
An the gost falls BO diige-like and sad on his ear; 
Bnt that brother retoms not the trembling embrace, 
He Bpeaka not, he breathes not, death lies in his place. 
And the finrt-bom of Egypt are dying around ; 
'Tis a rigb, 'tis a moan, and then slumben more 

They bnt irake from ti«r sleep, and their spirite have 

fled— 
They but -wake into life to repose Tith the dead. 



HENRY W. lONQPELLOW. 

«fif^ir_M "riB most popular of liring American poets, 
\^^^Xj Henry Wadsworth Longfellov was bom at 
^ rj' ^ Portland, Maine, on the 27th Febroar; 
C?^ i5 1807 He studied at Bovdoin College, 
E>|_^^^ Brunswick, and became a professor in that 
SfTT W institution at the age of twenty-two. In 
1835 be was promoted to the chair of Modem Languages 
in Harrard College, Cambridge, U.S., and this honoui- 
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able appointment he still retains. Tlie poetiy of 
Longfellow has attained most extensive celebrity, both 
in Britain and America. 

A PSALM OF LIFE. 

TsLL me not, in mournful numbera^ 

Life is but an empty dream ! 
For the soul is dead that slumbers, 

And things are not what th^ seem. 

Life is real ! life is earnest 1 
And the grave is not its goal ; 

' Dust thou art, to dust retumest,' 
Was not spoken of the soul. 

Not enjoyment and not sorrow, 

Is our destined end or way ; 
But to act, that each to-morrow 

Finds us farther than to-day. 

Art is long, and time is fleeting. 
And our hearts, though stout and biave^ 

Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
Funeral-marches to the grave. 

In the world's broad field of battle, 

In the bivouac of life. 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle 1 

Be a hero in the strife ! 

Trust no future, however pleasant ! 

Let the dead past bury its dead ! 
Act — act in the living present ! 

Heart within, and God overhead t 

Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime^ 

And departing, leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time ; 



Poatprints, that perhaps another, 

Sailing o'er life's aolemn main, 
A farlom and ebipwrecked brother, 

Seeing, ahull take heart again. 
Let OS, tlien, be np and doing, 

With a heut for an; fate ; 
Still achivring, still porsniog, 

liMni to labonr, ^d to wait I 



WILLIAM L. ALEXANDER, D.D. 

'Ax^ CBLEBBATEDpre&cherofthe Independent 
^X^'jI Church, andable theological writer, William 
^D -^ X Lindsay Alexander waa bora at Leith, on 
^~ ^ "i» 24th Angust 1808. HaviDg proaecoted 
^f_n,^^ hia stndies at the UaiTerDtiea of Edinbnrgh 
?T * 'E and St Andrews, ha became cLraoal tutor 
in the Theological Academy at Blackbnrn, Lancashire. 
He Bubeequentlj entered on clerical dntj at Liverpool, 
and from thence removed to Edinburgh, to oeonpy 
the minlBterial charge which he atill retains. He 
also holds the office of a professor in the Theological 
Hall of the Scottish Independents. Among his more 
eonspicnona pnblicationa, maj be here ennmeiated 
The Ctmntction and Harmong of tlit Old and Nea 
Tatamenti; AngU>-CaiholicitM not Apoiioliiial; 
Chri^ and Chritlianily ; and ittn«iri of tJu Lift 
and Writingt of Balpk WanOavi, J). D. He has 
sitanraTelf contributed (o the periodieala, and at one 
petiod wa» editor of the SeotHA Cungtvgatioital 
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Magaame, Some of his saered songs hATe been 
introduced into some of the Hymn-books of the 
Independent Ghnrch. 

THE LABT WISH. 

No more, no more of the cares of time 1 
Speak to me now of that happy clime, 
Where the ear never lists to the soffeier's moan, 
And sorrow and care are all unknown : 
Now when my pulse beats faint and slow, 
And my moments are nnmbered here below, 
With thy soft, sweet voice, my sister, tell 
Of that land where my spirit longs to dwell. 

Oh ! yes, let me hear of its blissful bowers. 
And its trees of life, and its fadeless flowers ; 
Of its crystal streets, and its radiant throng, 
With their haxps of gold, and their endless song ; 
Of its glorious palms and its raiment white. 
And its streamlets all lucid with living light ; 
And its emerald plains, where the ransomed stray, 
'Mid the bloom and the bliss of a changeless day. 

And tell me of those who are resting there, 
Far from sorrow, and free from care — 
The loved of my soul, who passed away 
In the roseate bloom of their early day ; 
Oh t are they not bending around me now. 
Light in each eye, and joy on each brow. 
Waiting until my spirit fly. 
To heraJd me home to my rest on high ? 

Thus, thus, sweet sister, let me hear 
Thy loved voice ia31 on my listening ear, 
like the murmur of streams in that happy grove^ 
That circles the home of our early love ; 
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And ao let my spirit cahnly rise, 
From the loved upon earth, to the blest in the skiea^ 
And lofle the sweet tones I have loved so bng^ 
In the glorious burst of the heavoily song. 



•I WOULD NOT UVK ALWAY/ 
{ContrHbuted,) 

Alvat on Fa/rth f — oh no t 
Like dark Oocytus' river ; 

*Mid scenes of pain and woe^ 
To wander on for ever ? 
Ohnol 

Alway on Earth I— to mark 
Its hurrying scenes of sorrow^ 

And feel my soul grow dark. 
Yet hope for no to-morrow I 
Ohnol 

Alway on Earth f — to see 
The loved and lovely perish ; 

TiJl like a wasted tree, 
I had no bud to cherish f 
Oh no! 

Alway on Earth /—to wear 
The warrior's harness ever, 

The raoer^s toil to share, 
Yet reach his triumph never I 
Oh no! 

No! there's a better land, 
A nobler prospect given— 

A seat at Good's right hand^- 
A calm repose in heaven-— 
And there I 
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There would my spirit rest 
'Mid bowen of light and' gladnesS) 

And with Emmanuel blest^ 
Lose eyeiy sense of sadneei ! 
Tes, there/ 



OBIEF8 Ain> HOFES OF IBSA^ 

{Contributed,) 

Thk Jews around JeruBtlem hare purchased from the Turks 
permission to assemble on the western side of Mount Moriah, 
where they meet in considerable numbers every Friday, to 
bewail the fallen state of their nation. 'We found them,* 
says the missionary, Fisk, ' sitting on the ground and reading 
their Hebrew books. It was distressing to behold these 
descendants of Abraham thus sitting in the dust; and con- 
strained to pay for the privilege of weeping where their 
ibkthers sung, rejoiced, and triumphed.' 

Child of Abra'am ! wherefore now 
Bests the grief -cloud on thy brow ! 
Why hath weeping dimmed thine ey^ 
"Whence that deep and aching sigh ? 
Came affliction on the blast, 
Breathing sorrow as he past I 
Have the jibings of a foe 
Tom thy bosom ? — 

^Qentile, no! 
Pain hath not been in my lot ; 
Suffering I have tasted not ; 
I have felt no scoffer's scoiii : 
*!bs for sorer ills I thotuii. 
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'When I think of Judah's doom. 
Bom in gloiy, bieicd in gloom — 
When I see the place of God 
By the foot of heathen trod ; 
When I hear, at evening^s fall, 
The false Muezzin's impious call. 
Where our sires were wont to raiiie 
Anthems to Jehovah's praise ; 
When I see the sons of those 
Whom for his Jehovah chose, 
With the cuxve-Bcorch on each brow, 
Wandering kingless, homeless now; 
When I think of prospects marred. 
Visions blighted, prayers unheard^ 
Hopes that brightened to deceive — 
Ghntile, can I cease to grieve ?' 

Child of Abra'am, quell thy fears; 
Upwards look amidst thy tears ; 
Brighter days are yet in store ; 
Son of sorrow, weep no more 1 
God shall come, and at His voice 
Judah's tribes shall yet rejoice ; 
In His people's sight shall He 
Beign and triumph gloriously. 
Then shall songs of joy resound 
Zion's hallowed rocks around^ 
And an eve of glory dose 
On the day of Judah's wo^ 



MRS T. K. HEEVEY. 

KLEAHOILA. LOUISA MONTAGU wm bom 
£ >kt Liveipool in ISIt. At an etuij period, 
conlributed vema to the periodicals. 
^ Id lS^i.<, Bhe imbUHbed Tht Ztaidgrave, ft 
tic poem, wiiioli serred to eelabllBb 
^T. -~ ' Iki- il] utatioD aa a poet. She lias tiuce 
appeared to the world as tlie author of Tsiiona intoT- 
cetiog worka, both in poetrj and prose. In 18i3, she 
became the vife of Thomas Kibble Herrer, editoc of 
Tlie Athauaim, vho died in 1859. 



w»LL he named Uiee, prophet wise. 

Than Bethlehem, best belOTed of Oed, 
Who saw, in dieams, that seed arise. 

Which biiiBt from out thy sacred sod I 
We follow where the patriarch led. 
And call thee stiU the 'House of Bread." 
That heaven-bora seed, that genn of love. 

Dropped b; His hand, made graen tlie waste 
Where guilt with guilt for empire stroTO, 

TiU earth' old Eden fell defaced ; 
And 0, there sprung, 'neath God's blest feet, 
No tarea 'niidrt that nnpoisoned wheat t 
On Bethlehem's fields lies hunger slain ; 

There shall a world of starring sonla 
Qo feast ; no blight is on the grain 

That o'er that land, like manna, rolls ; 
The craving heart with pease refilling, 
The voice ot tea™ in Rama stilling. 



HEBYBT. 189 

Lost pilgrim, there tlij footsteps bend ; 

Crashed soul, torn there thy stricken eye, 
From paths whose thorns your feet shall rend, 

From this your stony Araby ; 
Bead yonder word, in light engraved^ 
'Tis * Bethlehem,' eity of the sayed ! 

Woman, that thirsts beside the well. 
And man, that drowns in sight of shore, 

Hark, where afar the anthems swell 
That speak your desolation o'er ; 

Behold, where ruin hath no diare — 

See death, the conqueror, conquered there ! 

Thou that art the life, the bread. 
On whose exhaustless love we feed. 

As those were 'midst the mountains fed. 
Who found Thee in their hour of need ; 

Lo 1 wanting Thee, we faint like them, 

Thou seed, GK>d-sown in Bethlehem ! 

Have we not sought Thee, Lord, aright, 
While dark we trod life's arid ground ! 

Or do we stand before Thy sight 
Like idle reapers, worthless found, 

Who, playing with earth's falling leaves, 

Left scattered round thine unbound sheaves f 

let us walk with lowly Buth ! 

So be our day's brief noontide spent 
In gathering up Thy words of truth, 

like ripe ears dropped ; that we, content, 
Poor gleaners ii} Thy fields, may see 
Our bread of life, dear Qod, in Thee ! 



190 THE SAORED MINSTSBL. 

A CHRISTMAS CABOH 

I. 

Comb forth, ye wandering children, aU 
Come forth from wood and wild, 

And let ns sing the days of Christ, 
When He was but a child. 

When He was but a little child, 

As tender as might be ; 
That blessed night pale Mary came 

From distant GaUlee. 

7%at night, when *mid the cattle herd, 
Pure as the snow that falls, 

The voice that breathed onr Father's love 
Was hushed among the stalls. 

It was the dreaiy winter-tide, 
And dark the hour He came ; 

But such a brightness round Him burned, 
The east was all a-flame. 

He made a wonder where He lay ; 

Quickened with love and fear, 
The barren straw did swell with grain 

Bipe in the fruitful ear. 

AU round the shed the fnwen bees 
Went singing, singing sweet ; 

The lowly herd, bowed down with fear. 
Fell kneeling at His feet. 

And Mary, on her sleeping Son, 

In solemn gladness smiled ; 
Remember ! 'twas the sacred time 

When Christ was but a child. 
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11. 

He came to shew the waters pure 
Where thirsting souls might sip ; 

The bread of life was on His tongue, 
Its wine npon His Up. 

The sages cast before His feet 

Their jewels, costly-rare ; 
Those feet which late had trod the skies, 

Where all His riches were. 

They held a crown aboye His head, 

With gems all bristled o*er ; 
It might have been a crown of thorns 

That pressed and pierced Hioi sore. 

It stirred Him from His slumbera calm ; 

A change passed o*er His sleep ; 
Though yet no healing word He spoke, 

His sighs came long and deep. 

And ever on His heaving breast, 

By troubled visions tossed, 
Still folded in a m3rBtic sign, 

His tender arms he crossed. 

Though Mary-mother undid the clasp, 

Her care it was but loss ; 
For still the olent Sleeper's arms 

Would form that mystic cross. 

It might not be a thing of chance, 

Nor empty vision wild ; 
Remember ! *twas the wonderous timjs. 

When Christ was but a child. 
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Hark 1 where it rolls ! It thrills their souls— * Arise^ 

and bend the knee ; 
Hb comes, who blest the wedding-feast in Gana of 

GaUleei' 

Fast the noble house of charity, where beams of 

morning play 
On eyes of sightless innocents, that know not it is 

day; 
Whose ravished orbs are turned to heaven, how dark 

soe'er it be, 
In the tender joy of faith that feels the love it cannot 

And the quickened ear drinks deep the sound, and the 

soul leaps to the eye — 
' Behold the light of ail the world, the day-spring from 

on high ! ' 

Past the lorn and houseless fngitiye, by the slimy 

river's brink. 
Ere she springs beneath the glassy pool, where all her 

sorrows sink ; 
Till she dreams she hears the voice of Him who walked 

the waters wide, 
And the saving music dies not tiH her steps are turned 

aside ; 
It sighs to her, it cries to her, in the hour of her 

dismay — 
' Stood He not by Mary Magdalene when the stone was 

rolled away?* 

Past by the branded sepulchres that whiten neath the 

ipoon; 
Past by the stony torture-cells washed by the black 

lagune; 
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By felon grayeSy by robber cayes, and dungeon's 

▼anlted dome, 
Sweeps on that triumph-strain that speaks a conqueror 

to come — 

* He comes not in the sounding blast, nor in the rolling 

thunder, 
But on the wings of mercy borne, to burst your bonds 
asunder 1' 

More holy-tender swells the song, where, pure and 

undefiled, 
A mother, towards the reddening east, lifts up fier 

new-bom child — 

* Give ^ory unto God this night, thrice blessed as thou 

art! 
Like Mary, fast for ever keep His sayings in thy 

heart ; 
Hear thou the precious words of joy breathed by those 

lips divine — 
** Such as these are of my kingdom*' — *' little 

children," like to thine ! ' 

Hark ! around the palace chambers — ^hark ! along the 

palace walls, 
Like the shouting of a conquering band, the strain of 

triumph falls ; 
As starts the monarch from his throne the armed host 

to meet, 
Down drops the crown unto his knee, the purple to his 

feet; 
Awe-struck, he veils his humbled brow, while loud 

the anthem rings — 
' GI017, glozy in tiie highest, unto Him, the King of 

kings 1' 



WILLIAM SINCLAIR. 

^ ^^ jM Ii^TEIC poet of merit, Williun Snclair ma 
W"W '""' ** ^'^''■■'^ ^ ISIl- He has con- 
^E%^ tribnted in prow snii TaiTC to the periodicals, 
a^i^aSi Bod is the antiior of & Tolnme of poems and 
^Sh.lJwi >0De>i *ith the titles -Pocnu t>/ lA< FoMcg 
sTiSTi^^ mwi t^ JjT'K'MxtS' Ur Bindair was, for 
thitteen yean, coDDecMd with H. M. CoatomaatLeith; 
he DOW teiddea in Stirling, holding the altnatian Of 
reporter to one of the local jonmali. Ithe following 
oompotiitjoa, from his pen, orig^all; appealed in 
BladneooSt Magaane. 



Thoh dtf of the Lord I vhoae dbios 

The angelic hort in wonder telle. 
The halo of whose endless tame 

All earttlj splendoor far eicele — 
To thee, from Judah'a etahle mean. 

Arose the Princ« from Jesse 'e Btom, 
And aince bath deatJiIen gloiy been 

With thee, Jeroaalem I 
Vhat though thj temples, domes, and towers, 

That man in strengUi and weakness made. 
Are, with lieir prieete and regal powers, 

In lowly dnst and Bsbea laid I 
The story of their ancient lime 

Steals on na as i t stole on them, 

Inuioe hallowed by the lyre sublime 

Oftl - ■ ■ 
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We we, leithin thy porches, F^ul 
Uplift the arm, the voice command, 

Whose heaven-taught zeal, whose earnest call 
Gonld rouse or paralyse the land — 

Though gold and pomp were his and more, 
For Qod he spumed the glittering gem, 

And cast him prostrate, all before 
Thy gates, Jerusaleni ! 

Even from the Mount of Olives now, 
When morning lifts her shadowy veil, 

And smiles o*er MoaVs lofty brow, 

And beauteous Jordan's stream and vale ; 

The ruins o'er the region spread. 
May witness of thine ancient fame. 

The very grave-;, ards of thy dead — 
Of thee, Jerusalem! 

The temple in its gorgeous state, 

That in a dreadful ruip fell. 
The fortress and t\ie golden gate 

Alike the saddening story tell. 
How He by Hinnom's vale was led, 

To Caiaphas with mocking shame. 
That glad redemption might be shea 
O'er thee^ Jerusalem ! 

Fast by the Virgin's tomb, and by 
These spreading olives, bend the knee ; 

For here His pangs and sufferings* sigh 
Thrilled through thy caves, Ghethsemane ; 

'^was here beneath the olive shade 
The Man of many sorrows came, 

With tears, as never mortal shed, 
For thee, Jerusalem I 
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Aiound Siloam's ancient tombs 
A solemn grandeur still must be ; 

And oh, what mystic meaning looms 
By tby dread summits, Calyaiy ! 

The groaning earth, that felt the shock 
Of mankind's crowning sin and shame, 

(Hve up the dead, laid 1^u:e the rock, 
For fallen Jerusalem. 

Kind woman's heart forgets thee not, 
For Maiy*s image lights the scene, 

And, casting back the inquiring thought. 
To what tiiou art, what thou hast been ; 

Ah, well may pilgrims heave the sigh, 
When they remember all thy fame. 

And shed the tear regrettingly 
0*erthee, Jerusalem. 

For awful desolation lies 

In heavy shades o'er thee and thine, 
As 'twere to frown of sacrifice. 

And tell thy story, Palestine ; 
But never was there darkness yet 

Whereto His glory never came, 
And guardian-angels watch and wait 
By thee, Jerusalem ! 

The lustre of thine ancient fame 
Shall yet in brighter beams arise, 

And heavenly measures to thy name, 
Rejoice the earth, make glad the skies ; 

And with thy gathered thousands, then. 
Oh ! love and peace shall dwell with tliem, 

And GKkI's own gloiy shine again 
O'er thee, Jerusalem. 



MiETO P. TBPPKR, B.C.I. 



ay*?WT[B cclebiat«d snthor of the Proverbial 
j2^^2 Pluloiophy, end other highly popular 
^&JrXfc P*"""' Martin Farqnhar Tnpper was bom 
^> 1 J^ bA London In 1811. He van educated at 
^ J the Charterhouse and Chrirt's Choroh, 
St T ■ Oiford Entering at Lincoln's Inn, he was 
Bailed to the Bar, but La naTBi sought practice as a 
lawyer Mr Tapper haa prosecuted a most BQCcegafnl 

A HYMN FOB AH NATIONS, 
GlOKtona God I on Thee we call, 
Father, Friend, and Jadge of all ; 
Holy Saviour, heavenly King, 
Homage to Thy throne we hring I 

In the wonden all aroond. 
Ever is Thy spirit found ; 
And of each good thing we see. 
All the good is bom of Thee I 

Thine the beanteana akill that lurks 
Evetjwhere in nature's works ; 
IThine is art, with all ila worth, 
Tbine each mast«r-[iiece on earth 1 

Tea, and foremost in the Tan 
BpHogs from Thee the mind of man ; 
Oa it* light, for this is Thine, 
Shed abroad the lore divine ! 
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Le, our God ! Thy childsen here 

From all realms are gathered near ; 

Wisely gathered — gathering still — 

For peaceon earth, towards men good-will t 

May we, with fraternal mind, 
Bless our brothers of mankind ; 
May we, through redeeming love, 
Be the blest of GK>d above ! 



dBCDMSTANCE. 

The waves, the winds of Circnmstanpe ! 

What arm their strength can stem ? 
What stru^ling mortal has a chance 

To bind or buffet them t 
Against these rapids, who can swim, 

And not be hurled away 
Over Niagara's boiling brim, 

The torrent of to-diay | 

Ah ! trust not, man, to thine own strength ; 

Ah ! boast not of thy power ; 
Thy best, in all its breadth and length, 

Will break in any tour. 
Let but Temptation touch the line 

Electrical within. 
That spark will spring the secret mii^e 

Of nature's resfdy sin I 

If some sun-chance, and some moon^change 

Of passion's light and heat^ 
Within Occasion's comet-range. 

By bad conjunction meet, 
Behold, a deluge ! to overwhelm 

The wisdom and the worth 
Of mortal's noblest spirit-realm, 

The pattern-man of earth ! 



O tower of itrengtb ! Ood, Pri«nd [ 

Dafand ub bj Thy po»oT ; 
Till va bare reached onr ttial'a end. 

Uphold Da ererj hoiir I 
Each atap we venture in adwiGO 

Ib faU of woee imknown, 
It Thoa eufiuicliiae Cirenmatuica, 

And laara lu all alone I 



JAMES B0DD8, SENR. 

^^^~|gAi[38 D0DD9 was born at Onioiiiertreeii^ 
^^^W. Dnm&ieashire, in 1812. He etadied at 
^fijU^S the Univendty of Edinbnigh, was liceosed 
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^P'jft'-X' '^^^' Adinitted to the pastoral oiiarge of 
^irl . 1 o tbe pariah of Hombie, East LotJiian. At 
the dianption, in 1843, be joined the Free Church. 
He was, in the following year, translated to Dnnbar, 
where ha continues to labour. Mr Dodda Is aqthor of 
a popular work, entiUed A Century of Scottish Ckurek 
'Sitloty. Ib 181% he edited a small volnme of 
sacred lyrics, entitled Poetry of tht Seavmt, which 
coutaina a number of ariginal corapoutions from his 
peti. For the SaffpAd P\iiotopky of th^ SeatonSf 
chiefly written by Jiip father-in-law, the Sev. Dr 
Duncan of Bnthwall, ba wrote a series of interesting 
paper*. He luu largely Mntribnted to the periodiosJi. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A TOITNG OHBISriAN.* 

Hbr heart was in heaven, and she cared not for earth, 

Nor all that its pleasures afford ; 
And death was to her bat a life-giving birth, 

For she lived in the joy of her Lord. 

In this valley she walked like an angel of love, 

Sent to lighten our sorrowful shade, 
Yet glad to revisit that region above. 

Where it fiist was in gloiy arrayed. 

A seal was impressed on her sweet-beaming brow, 

That marked her for saintly repose — 
The hope that enraptured her life, and is now 

Fulfilled at life's dark-seeming close. 

A cloud of deep trouble encompassed her frame, 
And her day was soon turned into night ; 

But the cross, like a heaven-pointing pillar of flame, 
FiUed the eye of her spirit with light 

Ab from a dark prison she straggled away 

To a mansion of GK>d in the sky ; 
And her night is now lost in the brightness of day, 

In the glozy that never shall die. 

Sweet pledge of a sanctified rest in the skies, 

Her life was a Sabbath of peace ; 
And the day that beheld her dear Saviour arise. 

Was the day of her spirit's release. 

* Mrs W. W. Duncan of deiah. 
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HYMN. 
(Contrifnaed.) 

Gk>D of nature and of grace, 
How lovely is Thy dwelling-place ! 
The temple where Thou art adored 
As universal King and Lord. 
Where meet the simple-hearted just. 
In holy awe and childlike trust. 
To catch devotion's kindling flame, 
And sing the glory of Thy name. 

Nor yet alone, in sacred fane, 

Dost Thou in sovereign greatness reign — 

From the earth's plains, and mountains bold, 

Firm fixed on their foundations old ; 

From oceans that obey Thy will. 

Thy kingdom stretches, widening still, 

Far as the astonished eye can pierce 

The grand and glowing universe. 

And when the eye of science fails. 
And her own region faith unveils ; 
Ascending to her heavenly goal. 
What glories burst upon the soul ! 
The visible creation fades, 
The sun and stars are dimmed in shades ; 
Before that boundless vision bright, 
That blaze of uncreated light. 

God of nature and of grace. 

How spacious is thy dwelling-place ! 

From low-roofed churches, towers sublime. 

From minsters sanctified by time ; 

And homes where humble Christians dwell. 

What songs of spiritual gladness swell ; 

Joining the hymn of earth and sea, 

And starry heavensi that mounts to Thee, 



JAMES DODDS, JUNR. 



°M.M^ KIN3UAN of the preceding writer, Junei 
^^2| DoddB, iont., wm born in 181B, in the 
"3 '^ J& Tii^init}' of Kelau, Roihurfttshire. HaTinf; 
rr ^ rtiidieiJ at th(i UpiTpr^tj of EdinbniBh, ho 
^^,nj^ folloved the legal profesaioD, and established 
™ R hinmeli as a Patliuuentar; solicitor in 
London. Mr Dodda has Biteumvel; contributed to 
the periodicala, both in prose and verse. He baa in 
readineea for (he prees a work on Uie hiatot; of tha 
Bcottiab CoTeuajiters. 

THE OOVEHANTEBrS PRATES. 

Ghbphsbd thai didrt Jeaepb lead t 

Helper in the hour of need I 

Treader in the winepreaa '. we 

Uft DOT waiting eyes to Thee. 

On rush the foemen like a flood, 

And the desert gapes for blood. 

Lord I spare the green, the riport tajce I 
Hear us for Thine own name's sake t 

Here stand we, on the last retreat 
That earth will yield our weaiy feet j 
From locky cave to monntsiu chssed, 
Prom mountain to the desert waste ; 
From the waste to heaTen we soar, 
Knlesa, painless erermoie ! 

lord J spare the green, the ripest take | 
Hear as for IliiDe own nagie'a sake | 
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^ith ■ loDging MroiiK uid deep, 
WitL a bridegrooiii'B jo; ire leap ; 
We bare pasted for tbia honF, 
'To grasp the tjiant in iiie powet ; 
And viite in blood dbt legacy 
To natioDB struggling to be free. 

Lord 1 Bpars tbe green, tbe lipeat take I 

Hear ni for Thine ovn name's sake t 
Throngh the floods be Than our guide, 
In the flames be at our tide ; 
Purge DH from oar droBsy clay, 
Wa* onr mortal Bt&inB away ; 
ChriBt, oni £ing, faatli passed before, 
Blood; sea. lint blessed khOre I 

Bearer of the eternal keys, 

Bcsr 1u tJirangh onr agoiiiW 1 



ANDREW YOtlNG. 

f KATITB of Edinburgh, Andrew Tonng has 
i for many yeara oeoniMed a high position ad 
I an inBtrnctor of jonth. For a period of 
1 thirteen years, he held the respeetafale 
% appointment of English Master in tha 
€ Hadraa College, St Andrews. He is now 
in Bdinbnigh. 

THERE IB A HAPPT LAND. 
TqIHi is a happy land, 

Far, faraway, 
Where sainte in glory standi 
Bright, bright as da;. 



0, faoT th^ iweetlf nng, 
Worthj is our Sarioor ^og i 
Load let Hia praiaee ring, 

PniBe, praiM for aye. 
Come to tMa luppj land, 

Come, come awaj ; 
Wtj «m ya doubting stand. 

Why Btill delay f 
Ob, we shall happy be, 
Wben from ^n and sorrav tree ! 
Lord, we shall liye with Thee ! 

Blest, blest foi aye. 
Bright in thai happy land 

Beams every eye ; 
Kept by a Father's hand. 

On then to gloiy run ; 
Be a crown and kingdom won ; 
And bright above the sod, 
We wign for aye. 



PHILIP J. BAILEY. 

3V^^||HIL1P JAMSS BAILBY, the celebrated 
'•""•i^ author of Paba, was ban at Nottingbam 
Offi)^ on the 22d April 1818. Having atodied two 
2 ' T] ■^-t-oons at the nniveisity of Glasgow, ho 
^jj_,Y^ Ic oted himself to legal pnrioita, and in 
W^' 1810 was caUed to the Sngliah bar. A 
wnt«r of vene from his twelfth yeait he appeared, 
in \iii, as the author of the remarkable poem of 
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FestuSf which at once estabJisbed his reputation. Mf 
Bailey has since published The Angel Worlds and 
other poems. He has abandoned the legal profession) 
but continues to reside in London. 

HEAVEN. 

Is heaven a place where pearly streams 

Glide over silver sand, 
Like childhood's rosy dazzling dreams 

Of some far, f aizy land ? 

Is heaven a clime where diamond dews 

Glitter on fadeless flowers ? 
And mirth and music ring aloud 

From amaranthine bowers? 

Ah ! no ; not such, not such is heaven. 

Surpassing far all these, 
Such cannot be the guerdon given 

Man's wearied sonl to please. 

For saint and sinner here below 

Such vain to be have proved: 
And the pure spirit will despise 

Whate'er the sense hath loved. 

There not to one created thing 

Shall our embrace be given; 
But all our joy shall be in God, 

For only God is Heaven. 



JOHN CRAWFORD. 

^^^^JK FLBASHfQ Soottjsh Ijric poet, JdIu Onw- 
t^^^jl ford WBabamalOreeniKikmlSlS. Aranall 
^ -^ £ Tolnme of poems and songs from his pen, 
^~ ^ onder the title of Doric Lagi, vas pnb- 
^-~S hehed in 1850. Crawford resides in the 
?r '^ ft town of Alloa, and U empkyed ss an 
operative tonse-pajtiter. 

THE DEATH OF SAUL. 
Bind )^ the eyprem, fair daughters of Siqnt 
That eist with Hie timbrel could waken the Itj ; 
Gird on the sackcloth, fair danghtera of Sion, 
The strength of the migh^ has faded awaj. 

dilboa ! no dew let thj green herbage oherish, 
Let spring and bleak winter on t^ee be the same; 
On thj green-crested heights let the tall «edat perish, 
On thee great Jehovah's snoinled lies slain. 

Let Ekron rejoice, and the warriors of Ghth 

Unbnckle the helmet, in peace to recline; 

Let Uaia the wine-cap of Askelon qna^ 

And tii; firat-froits, Asotos, be bronghl to the ghiiiM. 

The might7 are fallen ! the wespoDS of wa^ 

Incnisted with hlood* lis nnditathed OD the plain ; 

The clond -scaling es^le espies from afar, 

A feast 'mongat the valiant on Oilboa sUin. 

But heard ye that voice T-'twas Jehovah tliat spaksf 

' Philistta, Philistia no more shall rejooe I 

Of thy banqneta the children of Cr shall partake. 

And the lores of th; maideos no more shall entjea. 



* In thy halk shall the tiger at midnight caroufie) 
And the jackal, unscathed, tread the temple of Baal;. 
Unburiedythy dead shall contagion diffuse, 
And none shall be left o'er thy fate to bewail' 
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Lord, my God 1 I come to Thee 
With faltering voice and bended knee^ 
In accents lowly, as the breath 
!I!hat stills the ravished soul in death ; 
I, trembling, come before Thy throne^. 
And place my trust in Thee aJone, 

Ky father's Gk)d, I come to Thee 

When darkness shrouds the earth and sea: — 

When all those little stars above 

Are lit by Thee, thou Grod of love ; 

Beneath a load of care and grief, 

Ifi Thee, my Ghod, I find relief. 

Wh^L goardian^angels o'er the deep 
IShein sacred vigils nightly keep ; 
Wiien o'er the soul of hopeful youth, 
Are visioned joys of love and truth, 
Then oh, my Gbd ! with heavenly care 
Protect a lowly child: of prayer. 

Let fri^ds forsake,, and grief o'ereast. 
And sorrow lay my bosom waste; 
Let dark Misfortune's blighted power 
On me her festering vials pour; 
When 'neath Thine all-protecting care, 
I'll calm my troubled soul in prayer. 

Q. 



When rfcknen U^ m; fereriih head 
WiMt* worUlj jojB in uiguinh fade; 
Wben prince and peaauib, tiembliug, ow 
That blin is fimnd tbioagh Thee alone; 
9e, then, c^ heaTenly gifts m; aharB, 
Acoeptanoe of an oiphaa'i pnTer. 

Bra jBt lifo'e tronbled race a run — 
Id death era aaka mj uttiDg sni) — 
Oh I maj mj BonI, einlting, prove 
The gloria of Th; bonndleea lave ; 
Then heiTenly jaji with Thee to ehac^ 
I 'U IJTB and die a child of prajer. 



JOHN R. MACDUFF- 

W^^M IfATITB ol PertbBhire, John Ea« Hacdaff 
|l£ 3|| *aa, in 1 812, ordained to the miniatry at 
^ % ^ Eettini, For&rHhira. H« was snbaeqasntly 
^'^-^ translated to the pariah of St Hadoes, and, 
^_r,^ in 1866, was invited to undartake the 
S^oK K pistonl dnties in connection vritli the newlj 
erected chnich at Bandyfoiid, Glaagov. He ia the 
aathorof nnmeioDB leligioni woiks, of vhioh the niors 
eonipicnoDs are, the MemorUt of Qaauiairtl, Sftmoria 
of Bttkjiny, Story of BelhUheta, PaoMept o/ Si 
Paul, and three small but most sucoewfnl pnblicatioiia, 
entitled Tkr Faithfui Pmniio', and the JVonuiv and 
Kig\l Walcht*. 



GHBIST 18 ALL. 

Jisus, my Saviour, look on me ! 
For I am weaiy and opprest ; 
I come to cast my soul on Thee ; 
Thou art my rest. 

Look down on me, for I am weak ; 
I feel the toilsome journey's length ; 
Thine aid omnipotent I seek ; 
Thou art my strength. 

I am bewildered on my way ; 
Dark and tempestuous is the night ; 

shed Thou forth some cheering lay ; 

Thou art my light. 

Why feel I desolate and lone ? 
Thy praises should my thoughts employ ; 
Thy presence cai^ pour gladn^ down ; 
Thou art my joy. 

Thou hast on me so much bestowed, 
Sorely I may relinquish health ; 
Thou'st made me rich, yea, rich towards €K>d ;: 
Thou art my wealth. 

1 hear the storms around me rise. 

But, when I dread the impending shoc^, 
My spirit to her refuge flies ; 
Thou art my rock. 

When the accuser ^ngs his darts^ 

I look to Thee —my terrors cease ; 

Thy cross, a hiding-place imparts ; 

Thou art my peace. 

Vain is all human help for me, 
I dare not trust an earthly prop ; 
My sole reliance is on Thee ; 
Thou art my hope. 
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Full many a conflict must be fooghtf 
But ahall I perish ? shall I yield? 
Is that bright motto given for nought^ 
Thou art my shield! 

Standing alone on Jordan's brink, 
In that tremendous, latest strife^ 
Thou wUt not suffer me to sink; 
Thou art my life. 

Thon wilt my every want supply, 
E'en to the end, whatever b^^; 
Through life, in death, eternally, 
Thou art my alL 



BKTHLEHEBl 



What are these ethereal strains 
Floating o'er Judea's plains ? 
j^uming spirits throng the sky 
With their lofty minstrelfly 1 
Qark 1 they break the midnight trance 
With the joyous utterance — 
'.Qlozy to Qod, and peace to men, 
Qhrist is bom in Bethlehem !' 

Quench, ye types, your feeble ray. 
Shadows, ye may melt away ! 
Prophecy^ your work is done ; 
Gbspel ages have begun ! 
Temple ! quench your altar-fires^ 
For these radiant angel-choirs 
To a ruined world proclaim — 
Christ is bom. in. Bc>thlehem. 
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Allowed is His infant head 
On a borrowed mangef-bed ! 
He, around whose throne above 
Angels hymned their songs of love, 
Kow is wrapt by virgin hands 
In earth's meanest swaddling bands ; 
Once adored by seraphim, 
Now a babe of Bethlehem. 

Eastern sages from afar. 
Guided by a mystic star. 
Followed, till its lustre mild 
Brought them to the heavenly Child. 
May each providence to me 
Like a guiding meteor be, 
Bringing nearer unto Him, 
Once the Babe of Bethlehem ! 



OLTVET. 



Oft as the daylight hours were gone. 
When friends forsook, and foes beset, 

*the Saviour of the world alone 
Betired to pray on Olivet. 

And still, by faith, I climb its steep, 
A respite from earth's cares to find; 

To hush distracting thoughts asleep 
Amid the Sabbath of &e mind. 

The saint in gloty owns and sees 
A brother in the man of prayer ; 

The little infant on its knees 
Is kinsman to each seraph there ! 
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Oh, may I cherish more and more 
The shelter of this c&Im retreat'; 

And realise the bliss in store 
For those who lore the Mercy-seat* 

When ends at last life's little day, 
Its waning son about to set. 

My soul woidd soar to hearen, away 
On wings of prayer from OUyek 



ZABEPHATH. 
Wht should I marmor or repine, 

Lamb of Qod ! who bled for me ; 
What are my grie& oompaxed with Thine, 

Thy tears— Thy groans— Thioe agony ! 

If Then the furnace-flames employ, 
Then sitttet, as B^finer, mesit 

To pnige away the baife alloy 

Till Thine own image, bright^ appear. 

Though oft Thy way is in the sea, 
Thy footsteps in the winged storm; 

Though crested billows threaten me — 
Loye sluinbers in their frowning fohn ! 

Idubmissiye, would I kiss the rod. 
Needful each stroke I humbly own ; 

Or let me trust Thee, my God! 
If now, the 'need be' is unknown. 

Soon shall Thy dealings be unrolled. 
The wond'rous chart will fix my gaie. 

And heayen's reyoMng years unfold 
New matter, and new theme for praise. 

Waye upon waye which rolled before 
Tempestuous o'er this ruffled breast, 

Then, lulled asleep, shall break no more 
Tira rapture of eternal rest I 
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GETHSEMAinS. 
Tb ransomed saints ! what tongue can tell 

The terrors of that fierce array, 
When, ronnd your Lord, the powers of hell 

Oonvened in dark Gethsemane ! 

His angoished toul, in horror botind, 
Sent np to h'eaye'n its burdened cry ; 

l^mbling. He clasped the quaking ground, 
And blood-drops told His agony! 

In that dread hour He stood alone, 

His own disciples basely fled ; 
No ear to catch the diEonal groan 

Which pierced His soul, and bowed His head. 

Stretched on the cross — the bolts of heaven 
Are on the spotless Victim hurled ; 

The rocks proclaim, in fragments riven, 
' He bears the burden of a world !* 

Around Him darkness spreads her pall. 

As if creatipn's knell had rung ; 
The sun forbade his light tb fall. 

Where his Almighty Maker hung. 

In vain His quivering lips implored ; 

'My God, my God I' in vain he cries: 
Justice unslieathes her glittering sword, 

And claims the bleeding sacrifice t 

'^Tis finished !' now the conflict's o'er. 
The warfare ends ^ the work is done ; 

His anguidied bosom heaves no more ; . 
His groans are past— the viotoi7 won I 

Stupendous climax of all woe ! 

Vast miracle of awe-struck time ! 
Btemity 's too diort to know 

The wondez% Lord, of love like Thine ! 
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JERUSALEM. 

Tell me, thoa captive daughter, 
Why the sackcloth on thy brow ? 
Why thy xdiildren, given to slaughter. 
Made in servitude to bow f 

Heaven proclaims the awful story, 
' She has slain the Lord of Gloiy r 

She who once, in peerless splendour, 
*Mid the kingdoms sat enthroned ; 
Alien now, without defender, 
Scorned, rejected, and disowned ! 
Nations ! read the thrilling stoxy, 
Lest ye scorn the Lord of Qiloty ! 

Zion ! diall there then be spoken 

' Glorious things of thee * no more ? 
Does thy <Itod — thy rampart broken^— 
Still forbid thee to restore ! 

Oo, and wail with tears the stoxy> 
How ye slew the Lord of Olory ! 

Lord ! make bare Thine arm to save her. 

Let her exiles cease to roam; 
Let the promised time to favour, 
Tea, tiie set time, let it come ! 

Heralds, spread the joyful story, 
Judah owns the Lord of Glory ! 

Rise, ye prostrate sons of Salem, 
GK)d once more is on your side; 
Weeping aliens, come and hail Him 
Whom your fathers crucified. 

Teach a wondering world the story. 
How ye love the Lord of Gloxy t 



MA£ANATflA. 

'Crribt is coming i let creation 
Bid her groans and travail cease; 

Let the glorious proclamation 
Hope restore, and faith increase — 
Maranatha ! 

dome, Thou blessed Prince of Peace 1 

£arth can now but tell the story 
Of Thy bitter cross and pain ; 

She shall yet behold Thy glory 

When Thou oomest back to reigB — 

Let each heart r^>eat the strain ! 

Though once cradled in a manger, 

Oft no pillow but the sod ; 
Here an s^en and a stranger. 

Mocked of men, disowned of God — 
All creation 
Vet shall ovm Thy kingly rod. 

Long Thine exiles have been pining 
Far from rest, and home, and Thee{ 

But^ in heavenly vesture shining. 
Soon they shiUl Thy glory see — 
Maranatha ! 

Haste the joyous jubilee t 

With that ' blessed hope ' before us^ 
Let no harp remain unstrung ; 

Let the mighty advent chorus 
Onward roll from tongue to tongue — 
Maranatha I 

Come, L(Npd Jesus, quickly come ! 
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mUreatiiig aaCFed poet, JftA«t D. Bami 

bora at Bdinborgfa in Uttiratxj 1823. 

ccmpletioD of > ooone of Uieok)- 
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bkDe. In 1S43 he Tei^(iied his eheige, asd proceeded 
b> Hidein. He now l&boara u putor of & Fresbj- 
terian ohorcb at HampKMd, Hiddloei. In 1854, ht 
pDbliahed The Vitim of Prfipkecji and other Patnu, 
whidi hu pUMd Uiroagh aeTeral editiooo. 

HONOUR VILL OET ELUDE TOE OEASP. 
HoHom will oft eltid« Uu gnup 

That nshlj cautti the piin ; 
The ndiint phuntom we wonld clup, 

Stm, u we follow, flie:!. 
BAt oft on Dntj'B Io#lj way, 

Unaought will hoooot meet 
The p&tient ttareller, and la; 

Her treaaote* at his fMt 
Thn», he who went to aeek ot old 

Some onn that hod stnjed, 
Fonnd on hit waj a raown of gold 

Placed mdden on hU head. 
And ho whom bad ambition dared 

Iloond treaaon's bitter doom prepaisd 
AmoD( the foieat tre«*- 
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FBIENDS I LOVE. 



FmiNDB I loye may die or leave me» 

Friends I trust may treacherous prove ; 
But Thou never wilt deceive me, 

my Saviour I in Thy love. 
Change can ne*er this union sever, 

Death its links may never part ; 
Yesterday, to-day, for ever, 

Thou the same Redeemer art. 

On the cross, love made Thee bearer 

Of transgressions not Thine own ; 
And that love still m^kes.Thee sharer 

In OTir sorrows on the throuQ. 
From Thy gloiy Thou art bending 

Still on earth a pitying eye ; 
And, 'mid angels* songs ascending, 

Hearest every mourner *s ciy. 

In the days of worldly gladness. 

Cold and proud our hearts may be ; 
But to whom, in fear and sadness. 

Can we go but unto Thee ? 
From that depth of gloom and sorrow, 

Where Thy love to man was shewn, 
Bvery bleeding heart may borrow 

Hope and strength to bear its own. 

Though the cup I drink be bitter. 

Yet since Thou hast made it min^, 
This, Thy love, will make it sweeter 

Than the world*s best mingled wine. 
Darker days may yet betide me, 

Shaiper sorrows I may prove } 
But the worst will ne'er divide me, 

my Saviour I from Tfhy love. 



I 
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THOUGH LONG THE WAITOERER MAY DEPART. 

Though long the wanderer may depart^ 

And far Ms footsteps roam, 
He clasps the closer to his heart 

The image of his home. 
To that loved land, wherever he goes, 

His tendercBt thoughts are oast, 
And dearer still, through absence, grovm 

The memoiy of the past 

Though Nature on another shore 

Her softest smiles may wear, 
The vales, the hills he loved before. 

To him are far more fair. 
The heavens that met his childhood's eye^ 

All clouded though they be. 
Seem brighter than the sunniest sky 

Of climes beyond the sea. 

So Faith, a stranger on the earth. 

Still turns its eye above ; 
The child of an immortal birth 

Seeks more than mortal love. 
The scenes of earth, though very fair, 

Want home's endearing speU ; 
And all his heart and hope are where 

His God and Saviour dwell. 

He may behold them dimly here, 

And see them as not nigh ; 
But all he loves will yet appear 

Unclouded to his eye. 
To that fair city, now so far, 

Rejoicing he will come — 
A better light than Bethlehem's star 

Guides eveiy wanderer home. 



BUBNS^ 2'2> 

BED ME OOME WITH THEE ON THE WATER. 

0, in the dark and stormy night, 
When far from land, I cry with fear ; 

Shine o'er the wayes, Thou holy light, 
Then, my Saviour, be Thou near. 

Though from afar, let me but see,. 

Dim through the dark. Thy gliding form ;, 

And bright the gloomy hour will be 
That brought Thy presence in the storm. 

Then lift Thy hand and bid me come. 
And higher though the tempest blow ; 

1, through the wind and through the gloom,. 
To Thy loved side will gladly go. 

The wind is fair that blows to Thee, 
The wave is firm, that bears me on; 

And, stronger still, that love to me 
Which many waters could not drown^ 

Or f 01 Thy coming bid me wait. 

My soul in patience shall abide ; 
And though the storm may not abate,. 

I will not seek another guide. 
With Thee I fear no angry blast ; 

With Thee my course points ever home;. 
And in good time, all perils past, 

To the fair haven I shall come. 



BAYARD TATIOB. 

WJ'AS'y POBT uid eicteneiTe Americuu writer^ 
2E^^S Bayard Tajlor waa born in Jannaij 1826, 
^^^ in the state of Feniisylraiua. In his 
5^7<?^ eighteenth jtar, he produ<wd a long poem 
TjB " jB on an incident In Bpauiah histoiy. He faaa 
S'Kifl'^i™ since proaecnted a ancceeEfnl llteiat; career. 
One of the moat adrentnroiia of modem tratelleia, Me 
publiglied irorkB of trsTel have commanded well-merited 
attention. Hia poetical works, which had appeared 
at different parioda, ware, in 1856, collected into an, 

JJ3UBAIiEM, 
FiiB ahinee the moon, Jerusalem, 

Upon the hilla that wore 
Th; glorj once, their diadem 

E'er Jodah'a reign waa o'er. 
The stars on hallowed Olirel^ 

And over Si on bum. 
Bat when shall rise thj splendonra est T 

Thj majestj retam ) 

Thy strength, Jernaalem, is o'er. 

And broken are th; walls ; 
The harp of Israel eonnda no mora 

In thif deserted halls ! 
Bat where thj kings and prophets t»d. 

Trinmphant over death. 
Behold the living soul of Ood - - 

The Christ of tfliareth ! 
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Who shall rebuild Jenu^em 

Her scattered- children bring 
From earth's far ends, and gather them. 

Beneath her sheltering wing f 
For Judah's sceptre , broken, liesi 

And from his kingly stem 
No new Messiah shall arise 

For lost Jerusalem ! 

How long, Christ, shajl mon obseurt 

Thy holy charity ? — 
How long the godless rites endure 

Which they bestow on Thee f 
Thoa, in whose soul of tenderness 

The Father's mercy shone ; 
Who came, the sons of men to bless 

By truth and love alone. 

The suns of eighteen hundred years 

Hare seen thy reign expand, 
And morning, on her pathi^ray, hears 

Thy name in every land ; 
But where Thy sacred steps were sent 

The Father's will to bidie, 
Thy giBtrments yet are daily rent — 

Ti^ soul is erudfied ! 



JOHN ANMB80N. 



^^^^^HB onlf child of John Andenon, D.D., the 
^gi'-^^ sabjact of this Dotdca waa bom in the 
i^lf 3ti """'*' "' Newborgh, PifesMre, Ednoated 
^y '• T . :Lt tha Dniversity of St Andrews, he was 
^^^_nj}a^ .irdoined minigter of 8t John's Chnreh, 
W~^7^6 Dundee, in 184*. He was rabseqnantlj 
buiBlal«d -b) the East Church, PerUi ; and in 1852, 
was preferred to the cbiiKh-litiiig of Einnoull, FerUi-^ 
ahire. An eit«[iaiTe oontribatoi to the leading 
periodical!, both in pnoe and reiae, Hr Andeison has 
pabliahed two lolomeB of poema, anIitlBd The Pltatnm 
of Home, and The Legmi of GUiKoe. 

SABHATH BKUa. 

Swnra Sabbath bells ! ;« waft m; nnl 

On jour Bolemo ehimea at e*en. 
To the land where life's glad waters roll 

Thion^ the pastntea green of heaves. 

Sweet Sabbath bells ! no temple there 

Gathers a bol; throng ; 
For every heart is a shnne of prayer. 

And ' every Toiee is song.' 

No weekl; calm, in the world ahoTe, 
Shall breathe upon scenes of care ; 

Fot the momenta of heaven are bright with lova^ 
And each is a Sabbath then. 
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No ear for the songs of the blest has he 

Who loves not the Sabbath bell ; 
Breathing its sacred melody 

Over city, and field, and fell. 

Oh ! take its shade from a 'weaiy' clime, 
And its teeU from the desert's breast; 

But leave to a world of care and crime 
The depth of its Sabbath rest ! 

Like islands green, *mid the stream of life, 

Onr blessed Sabbaths rise, 
Where our barks may rest from storm and strife. 

As they float to Paradise. 

God of love t send forth a blast 

From Thy spirit, full and free, 
That their beaten saik may fold at hust 

In a haven of peace with Thee. 



NIGHT. 



NidHT t floating to thy cloudy throne^ 

Most beautiful art thou. 
With the melting star of eve alone 

Soft beaming on thy brow. 

I never see that holy star. 
But I think the eye of Qod^ 

With the light of love from worlds afar, 
Looks down on man's abode. 

Oh ! give to hearts that never bled 

The golden beams of dawn, 
With smiles upon the mountain-head^ 

And gleams upon the lawn« 
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But to hearts that weep, when othen sleep, 

The friends who dwell afar, 
Oh ! call the night from heaven's blue deep, 

With her holy vesper-star. 

Night peoples the lone captive's cell 

With faces fond and dear. 
And sings the lays he loved so well 

In happie/ days to hear. 

Night thrills the weaiy exile's breast 

With the voices of his home. 
And the mnrmnring streams he loved the best 

Far over the ocean's foam. 

Night can restore to aged eyes 

The golden mom of youth. 
When earth was bathed in heaven's own dyes, 

When life was love and truth. 

And oh ! how dear to hearts that weep 

O'er time's unsparing war, 
Night, rising soft from heaven's blue deep, 

With her holy vesper-star. 

The prayer that shuns the blaze of day. 

Comes with the star of eve, 
And gently steals the load away 

From bosoms prone to grieve. 

As song-birds, 'mid the glare of noon. 

Sit silent in the light. 
And pour their being forth in tune. 

With the falling dews of night. 

Oh ! like a weary, weary child 

That sobs itself to rest. 
Full many a spirit lays its head 

On night's maternal breast. 
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For oh t how dear to hearts that weep 

O'er time's unsparing war, 
Night, rising soft from heaven's blue deep, 

With her holy yesper-star. 



ADVIGE TO A TQUNG CUEiaTIAN. 

Work ! thy mission is not simnber ; 

Sleep b^eemeth not the soul ; 
Sins and sorrows, without number, 

Stand between thee and the goal. 

Tremble ! lest thy foot should stomble ; 

Death pursues on fleetest steed ; 
Strive with courage, yet be humble ; 

Be the wings of prayer thy speed ! 

Fear ! lest pleasure should entice thee 

To forget the holy prize ; 
Fear I lest riches should advise thee 

Heavenly treasures to despise. 

Tremble I for the heart within thee. 
Tremble ! for the world without ; 

Fear ! lest sin or sorrow win thee 
Once to droop, despond, or doubt. 

Work f and rend each galling fetter 
Satan would impose on thee ; 

Rest not— either worse or better, 
Every day thy soul must be. 

Fearing, trembling, striving, praying. 
Onward, like yon rolling river ; 

Han's delaying proves decaying. 
Soul immortal resteth never. 
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Best oelestaal is not shunber, 
QloifB pathway cliinbs to GKxl ; 

Seraphs, spirits without number, 
Tread that eyer-rising road. 

Brer up to Godhead soaring, 
'Tis their glory still to soar ; 

'Mid eternal blias adoring^ 
Heaven behind, aronnd, before. 



THE VACANT CHAIB. 

Ah ! many a saddening sight we see 

In this dark world of care ; 
But saddest of them all to me — 

The Vacant Chair. 

The &oe, no more on earth to smile, 

Smiles sadly, sweetly there ; 
Fond, foolish fancy for a while 

Befillfl the Vacant Chair. 

It stands as if the lost would come 

Our erening mirth to share ; 
Vain dream ! he fills another home 

That sees no Vacant Chair. 

It keeps the place it always kept ; 

Can change have fallen there ? 
Haye bosoms throbbed, haye eyelids wept, 

Above that Vacant Chair! 

Haik! well-known steps the threshold press, 

A voice is in the air ; 
Vain fanqrl add not to distress — 

Oh, leave that Vacant Chair t 
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What earthly home hath stood for yean 

Amid the world of care ? 
Nor seen its smiles melt into tears, 

Nor mourned its Vacant Chair ? 

In one it is a parent old — 

In one an infant fair — 
In one the playmate, blithe and bold — 

That makes the Vacant Chair. 

And oft, when Christmas revels call 

Sad hearts to banish care, 
A spectre slowly treads the hall, 

And fills the Vacant Chair. 

Oh, may we reach that home abore. 
Where sadness hath no share ; 

Where breath is bliss, where life is love, 
Where stands no Vacant Chair. 



THE FOUNTAIN OF IIFB. 

'Mid the hot desert, where the pilgrim pines 
For the cool shadow and the streamlet clear, 

Seeking his weaiy way to Zion*s shrines, 
A fountain mnrmnrs comfort in his ears. 

Stem winter seals not np that source of bliss. 
The eastern sunbeam neyer drinks it dry ; 

Fresh flowers and greenest grass its waters kiss. 
And whispering palms d^end it from the sky. 

There men of every clime refreshment seek ; 

All sins and sorrows meet securely there ; 
These waves have kissed Remorse's haggard cheek, 

And smoothed the wzinkles on the brow of Care. 
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The lip of PasBion there hath quenched its flame, 
While pale Contrition sadly hung its head ; 

That fount hath mirrored back the blush of Shame, 
And washed the savage hand with Murder red ! 

Sinner, for thee a purer fountain flows, 
To soothe the sorrowful, to help the weak ; 

To wash the reddest crimes, like spotless snows 
That gleam on Lebanon^s untrodden peak. 

Come, men of every crime and every care. 
Behold the words upon that fountain's brink — 

If any sigh in sin, to Me repair ; 

Or thirst in sorrow, *■ come to Me and drink ! * 

The Word of Gbd is that unfailing fount. 
Life is the desert where its waters flow ; 

Drink, if you hope to win the holy mount. 
Where Zion's shrines in light eternal glow. 



GOD IS LOVE. 

Thb summer sky, so blue and clear, 

Bent like a dome above. 
And breathed a voice in fancy's ear, 

* My God is love.' 

From bowers of green, full many a lay 

Bang through the leafy grove. 
And countless voices seemed to say, 

* Our God is love.' 

Sparkling amid the piny glade^ 
I watched the brooklet rove ; 

While echo whispered through the shade^ 
'Afy Gh>dislove.' 



AJTDEBSON. 231 

The bloom that brightened on the lea. 

The beam that laughed above, 
And the ware that wandered o'er the sea, 

Said, * God is love.' ^ 

man ! let every deed of thine — 

Let all thy words and ways 
Send up to Gh)d'8 celestial shrine 

like gratitude and praise. 

For unseen steps, with angel care, 

Around thy pathway move, 
And life should tell thee everywhere 

That * God is love.* 



THE DYING SAINTS PBATER to thx HOLY TRINITY. 

{Comtributed.) 

Holt Father ! lend thine ear 
To a fainting mortal's cry; 
In Thy love and pity hear, 
Breathe a pardon e'er I die. 

Blessed Jesus ! in the tide 
Poured upon the fatal tree. 
Let my soul be purified 
E'er it meets a Judge in Thee. 

Holy Spirit ! sent by One 
Skilled in human pain and grief, 
Help me till the combat's done. 
Bring, bring my soul reliel 

Glorious and eternal Three ! 
Give my spirit power to sing. 
Grave, how brief thy victoiy t 
Death, how vain thy sting I 
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THE FAHJNG LEAP. 

(Oontribvted.) 

Thb falling leaf ! it speaks to me 
Of days that never more can be ; 
Of fr^ness gone, of vigour fled, 
And pleasures numbered with the dead. 

The falling leaf 1 it speaks of those 
Who slumber in a last repose; 
Who bloomed, then vanished from the tree, 
And now are what I soon must he. 

The falling leaf ! the falling leaf) 
It says that life is frail and brief ; 
It bids me seize the vernal year. 
For death's cold winter hastens near. 

When through the autumn's grove I tread, 
I seem to wander 'mid the d^ ; 
For what are leaves that sapless lie, 
But types of men that bloom and die ? 

No, falling leaf ! there waits for me 
A destiny denied to thee ; 
Thou livest but to fade away 
I die to live — ^and live for aye ! 

Tes, brighter skj and fairer land 
Shall see the soids of men expasid ; 
Green leaves, of that celestial tree 
Whose name is Immortality ! 

Life's sparkling river bathes its roots. 
Seraphs and saints partake jLts fruits ; 
O'er pastures green its branches nod — 
Love is its spring — its sun the living God. 



WILLIAM BEID. 

^ILLLVM SSID wa£ bcm at Cotton at 
r»], neu Foifar, in April 1822. 
viDg gradnsted at King** College, 
^ Aberdeen, and itndied theoIogjatEdin- 
i£ce^~»j.>'- '"'■-''• ^^ became a preacher of the 
Wl?fi^.-f'] tidHjiol in 18S0. Three yean later, be 
originated the Britiih Maiengtr, published bj Mr 
Peter Drnmmond of Stirling, which he still canducta. 
In 1S55 he pabliihed a Tolome of religioua p&pen, 
euUtl«d iStreanw jVon Ztionon. Hia conntant aim is 
the difiiuian of the Ooapel, and lie reriral oE the 
votk of Q«d— at the foUovlDg oomporitioa ihawi : 
A BBVIVIL HYMN. 
LoBD, send down the heavenly rua 

On Albion a parchM gniimd ; 
let refreahing timea again 

By JeBoa' frianda be fonnd. 

As nlent deir, at early davn, 

Bcviring fielda and floweis ; 

So let the promiiNd ' Dew ' reriTS 

ThoHi drooping heaiti of 001% 

We hide Thy pronuae in oar bMrta, 

Our bouIb to heaven we raisB ; 
We loot, we wateh, we wait for Thee, 

Till prajei give place to prajse. 

Come now, Glod of mercy, oome 

In Thy soul-quickening power ; 

Outpour Thy Spirit on our land, 

lake mmwer'a plenteoDi ahower. 
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Father of JesuB, hear our prayer, 
And heayenly grace impart; 

Breathe life into the lifeless soul — 
Love in the loyeless heart ! 

for the love of OalvaiyB Orosa^ 

For all our Saviour bore ; 
Quilt pardon, sin subdue, and send 

The blessing we implore. 

Our prayers, unceasing, eihall ascend 

Until that blessing come ; 
We '11 cry for grace, until lost souls 

In Jesus find a home. 

may Thy Word, with saving i>ower. 
Be preached, and heard, and read. 

That Thine own saints may be refreshed, 
And life awake the dead ! 

We long to see a work of grace 
Far-reaching, deep, and wide ; 

A river flowing on to bear 
Each anner on its tide. 

And, Lord, if grace be thus bestowed 
In showers and streams of love ; 

Loud halleluiahs from our shores 
Shall reach the land above 



ANDREW J. SYMINGTON. 

^^^^NDREW JAMBS STUINOTOIT wita bom at 
S^*"^^ Pjiisle; m July 1325. From earl; yontb, 
W^^ '"' ^'^ ^•^f^ dsToted to literary and artistio 
^^g^ atuJi^ la 1849 he pablubad BartbeU 
KSnl^^ Chima, a Tploine of euperior poetry. A 
3Wi3Ws!9i piose work, in two dnodeoimo Tolnmes, 
appeared from hia pen in 1SS7, under tbe title. The 
Btautif^d tn Naiwt, Art, and Life. 

ONWAED. 

Thi birds are twittering in tbe early duvn, 
The lingering stais Imm faintly in tbe sky, 

A gentle mormuring breeze sweeps o'er the lawn, 
Day cornea once looro, and ahadowH trooping fly. 

The Bon baa aonk benestb the hoiizon'e rim, 

The Stan ghioe Out^ birds all bave gone to rest ; 

The bony world is hashed, yal sisiona swim 

Before thia throbbing brain, with care oppressed. 

Vain thni, from night to mom, to lie awake, 
O'er things that might have been, bat nerer were, 

A-brooding I Duly calls — fresh oouiage l<ke^ 
The hnmblesl child is not beneath Hie earn I 



I. STAHTifl BIQQ. 



^■P 



STjUTTAH BIQQ w» bom, in Ju^ 
1828, at UlTertrtone, Nortb Laocashin^ 
in the inmiediate Tidnilj of ths Wngli<h 
LaikM. He was educated at llieOmnuiiai 
g^^^_-^j^j^ aohool at hii uatiTa town, and snbN- 
W^^^iyflTr; qnently at a private academj near 
Btiatiord-on-ATan. In 1848 he appeMed aa a poet, 
bj th« pabEeaUciii of The Sea Xing, a Metrical 
Somatite. Hii mors celebnted poem. Night and lh« 
Sotil, waa pabliahed in 18S4. In ISCS he became 
editor of ths DownAire PratetlmU newspaper, and 
has nnoe ledded at Downpatrick. Alfred Staunton, 
a norel, appeared from Ma pen eutj in 18SS. 
FAS AWAY. 
(OfliMbulal.) 
Am I the hearsna are too high. 
And Uie inniliine and the light. 
And the purple mountains far, 
*pil the moonbeam and the sbkr. 
And (ha round and rolling wliite 
Of the son-olood Bailing bri^t 
Through a tea of molten light ; 
And ^ ahowB of day and ni^t 

Seem not what the; an t 
Erermore a gloijr breaks 
Over peak and over plun, 
^ the distanoe far awa;; 
And the gMgeoos skirt* of da; 
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Hide the hollows fnll of pain, 

Hide the rents and hide the rain, 

Hide the dark funereal train, 

Hide the clouds that come again ; 
But no living thing can say 
It hath touched the goigeous day, 

Which for eyer, and for ever 

01ideth on, a golden river, 
Far away, far away ! 

Evermore there bursts a bud 
Which may never come to bloom ; 
Evermore, in cloudy car, 
Beameth up some royal star 
Which some evil thing may mar ; 
Bvennore, the summer seas 

Dance in light ; the laden trees 
Stoop in glory to the breeze ; 
But the beauty of the flower, 
And the lustre on the sea. 
And the glory of the tree, 

And the radiance of the star, 
Are not star, nor tree, .nor flower. 
But of that which, hour by hour, 
Lendeth them thdr golden dower ; 
Who shall know it ! for the flower, 
Star and sea, 
Bud and tree. 
Seem not what they are ! 

Evermore a crimson dawn. 
Or a glory-swimming noon. 

Or a night as bright as day — 

With a never-ending play 
Of beaming star and moon — 
Gladdens all the heavens with dreams, 
Gladdens all the earth with gleams, 



of forgotten things, tuid BtmamB 
Dimpled Inetre on the riyer 

Bnt for erer, tdl the gloiy 
Of tbe never-ending etoiy. 
And for ever, uid for fra. 

All the bright and carelem plaj 

Of the sanbeUD, 

Of the moonbeam. 

On the tree-top, on the river, 

Are for ever, oh, for ever I 

Par away, far away ! 



HENRT BOYDBN. 

^j^NRT BOTDEN was bom at Binninghnm 
3J£ in 1832. In hie siiteentb year he appeared 
3^ on tbe platform, as an advocate of the 
^ Temperance movemeat. Having completed, 
^ with distinction, tbe prescribed course of 
'^ study, he obtained orders in the Chnrcb of 
d. He now holds a living in Birmingham. 
THE BEUEV^BTS HTUN. 
[Cotaribt^td.) 
Whilb angels bend before Thee, 
Surronnd Tliy sacred throne ; 
While cherubim adore Thee, 
Their Odd and King alone, 

E'en then, Father, 
Bear an humble sappliant's groan. 



While aonga of pi«iae and gladcen 

Feal throngh (be CDOcte on high, 
Look down upon onr asdneaa, 

Look down with pitjing eje; 
blessed SuTionr, 

Fill our aching heartti with joy. 
While otheiB run to min. 

And tread the path of nn, 
Uay we, tbur w^s eaciiewiDK 

Onr walk of faith begin ; 
And, preedng fonwd. 

The crown of fadeleaa glory win. 
And when oni- atTeugth ia falling, 

And Borrow glooniB tlie brow ; 
When 'neatb the powerB availing, 

Out weakened bodies bow; 
Then, blessed Siuiit I 

Lot Thy love and comfort flow. 



PREDEBICK J. PERRT. 

!^^^ BBDERICE J. FEOET ww bom at Wat- 

SST^^ lington, Norfolk, on the 2Sth January IS32. 
^fi$^ After bein; employed for some years in 
E£ ^'\Jj educational porBnitB, he devoted himself to 
^K-j... «H theological atudy, and in 1S56 became 
^^ ft parfor of a body of Congregationalista at 
Ashton. He now ministers in the same connection 
at Ilminster, in the county of Somerset. He Perry 
faax published a rolume of poems, and Kieral small 
prose works on religjons mbjeeU. 
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THE OCEAN OF UFB. 

I STOOD upon the beach at eyen, 

Darker the clouds aboye me grew, 
Till sable was the yanlt of heayen, 

And lightnings o^er the waters flew. 
On shore the forest trees were bending. 

Upon the sea, the billow's crest. 
With fierce tempestuons wrath extending, 

Goyered with foam its heaying breast. 

I saw a bark by wild wayes shattered. 

Its cordage flying with the gale. 
Its broken masts in fragments scattered, 

And rudely rent each quiyering sail. 
Hope came — ^for fast the shore 'twas gaining; 

Hope fled — ^for rocks appeared between: 
It struck ! a stranded wreck remaining, 

Alone declared what once had been. 

And what is life ? a stormy ocean 1 

Man the frail bark, and heayen the shore. 
Which, after many a fierce commotion. 

That bark may reach to leaye no more. 
But if, by guilt and error driyen, 

On sin's dark rocks it strikes at last, 
A fearful wreck — ^in aght of heayen — 

It sinks ! and hope is eyer past. 




TEBXOK IB MOHTGOMEIiT. 

f SCION o( tbe iUastrioDS hoojw of Hont- 
r, tbe aabject of this noHae iraa bom 
^ on the 27tb Norember 1SS2. Deprived of 
nnta early in life, be wan 
B intrnsted to the on of goanliuis, who 
3 fuled adeqnatel; to dischnrge tbe daljee 
udgned to tbein. Bemoved from tbe comfarts of 
. hoow, and vitboDt the aid of friend or reUIJTe, he 
eoatrived, while still a yoath, to mpport bimnlf by 
his writJngE. Hii ffoun of Sun and Shade, a TOliune 
ef prose and poetry, has paased tbiongb WTgiat sdi- 
tJone. Hr HontgomeTj hus for some yean been 
lesideDt at Eenangton. 

AUPERHYUE. 
Oh, my brother, sinrit-veaiy, 
Toiling ap tbe ateep of Time, 
'Mid tbe mist, by passes dreary. 
To a nobler, bapjuer clime ! 

nongh thy Aj be overcloiided. 
Though thy path be dark and diear, 
Thon^ tby aonl with donbt be sbroHded, 
Oh, let Paitb still eonqner Pear. 

Be thy lifeHirj ' Forward' ever. 
And Uty heart be Btrong and true, 
Trom its pnrpoae swemng never ;. 
Much is Udne to bear and do. 
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Thongb sharp thorns bestrew thy pathwi^ ; 
Thoagh thoTi fallest, yet arise 
Undisconraged ; onward, upward^ 
Flress with faith that never dies. 

Let the cheering thought console thee^ 
ThoTi hast one true Friend abore, 
Who is ever watching o*er thee 
With a neyer-waning love. 

Though Hi^ fa^ a while be hidden 
From thy sad, desponding view, 
Oh, remember, clouds of darkness 
Often Teil the heayenly blue. 

Tes ; but when those clouds are parting,^ 
f&r more lovely it appears, 
As the rainbow comes in beauty, 
like a snule amid the tears. 

So the darkest hour, rememberi 
Gloometh just before the mom. 
When Night*s starry eyes are closing,^ 
E^ her child, the Day, be bom. 

He liveth well who nobly doeth. 
He liveth well who braviely grieves;^ 
Each his destined path pursueth. 
Each his own rewi^ receives. 

Be thy life-cry * Forward' ever, 
Let thy heart be strong and true,^ 
From its purpose swerving never '^ 
Much is thine to bear and do. 
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WEEP NOT. 

Webp not for thy loved one whose form lies at rest^ 
For the spirit now roams in the realms of the blest ; 
Thy tean may fast fall, and thy heart heave with sighs, 
But they cannot recall the freod sonl from the skies ; 
Then, weep not — oh, mourn not ! — thy lost one's above, 
In a beantiful land of glory and love. 

I know it is bitter from loved ones to part, 

Who are dearer than life to the fond, tedthfol heart ; 

To watch the last glance faintly beam from the eye. 

To hear the last whisper grow weaker and die ; 

Though angels are wafting the spirit above. 

To a beautiful land of glory and love. 

Through a dim veil of tears the pale features to view, 
And mournfully murmur a long last adieu ; 
To feel that the sad heart must sorrow alone. 
And yearn to be joined to the blest spirit flown ; 
But that mortal is now an immortal above, 
In a beautiful land of glezy and love. 

Though on earth the loved tones of that dear voice are 

o*cr, 
Tet the sweet strains are heard on a happier shore. 
Where bright waving wings through the uxif ading bowers, 
Fan the fragrance that flotCts from the amaranth flowers. 
Whilst the musia of angels is thrilling each grove^ 
In that beautiful land of glory and love. 

Thy lost one, made perfect, is joined to that throng 
Who pour to the Highest their thanksgiving-song ; 
Borne away from a world full of sorrow and care, 
A radiant region with seraphs to share — 
Exchanging sad earth for the glad home above, 
The beautihil land of gloxy and love. 
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Oil ! there may ye meet, where no partrngs aie known^ 
And hymn your loud praise to the One on the throne ! 
To God, your Creator, Eedeemer, and King, 
Melodious lays through eternity sing 1 
Then, weep not— oh, mourn not I — thy lost one*s above. 
In a beautiful land of glory and love. 



TRUST IN GOD. 

Art thou weaiy of the struggle ! 

Longs thy spirit to be free 
From the prison chains that bind thee 

Down to sad mortality ? 

O'er thee brood dark clouds of sorrow, 
Gleams there not one cheering ray ? 

Is the fire of hope extinguished 
Ere the close of life's short day ! 

Is thy lone heart full of anguish- 
Anguish only known to thee I 

Sinking 'neath its weight of sadness, 
Sinking, sinking silently. 

Wipe the tear-drops from thine eyelids ; 

Still tiiy bosom's rising sigh ; 
Raise thy thoughts from all that grieves thee, 

Far beyond the shrouded sky ! 

Though thy soul be full of sorrow, 
Though thou'rt weary of the way, 

Though dark clouds may hover o'er thee, 
Veiling all the light of day— 

Tet repine not ! God is gracious ; 

He has some wise end in view ; 
He has made thee. He afflicts thee, 

He will safely bring thee through ; 
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He will change the cap of torrow 

Into one of purest bliss — 
Scatter, in thy ragged pathway, 

Sweetest flowers of happiness. 

Call upon Him ; He will hear thee, 

And will listen to thy prayer : 
Calmly wait, in trusting patience, 

He will free thee from thy care. 

In a richly-laden blessing 

To thy sonl He will reply ; 
And the golden light of gladness 

Shed athwart l^e lowering sky. 

Till fair Hope's prophetic rainbow. 

Fainted on the donds appears, 
And the snn in royal splendour. 

Kindly dries thy falling tears. 



CHBIBTIAK CONFIDENCE. 
{OonMbuted.) 

When my sonl is full of angnish. 

Sinking 'neath its load of care; 
When those earthly hopes have withered 

That were once so bright and fair ; 
When my faith is hid in darkness. 

And my heart aghast with fear, 
ever-blessed Sayionr ! 

Let me feel thy presence near ; 
Teach me, 'mid life's stormy sea, 
Erennore to trust in thee. 
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When the last faint streaks of twilight 

Fade into a starless night, 
And Despair, that grisly phantom, 

Glooms upon my shrhiking sight ; 
When the stares that once upheld me, 

Into broken reeds decay. 
And no friend is near to aid me, 

Or to cheer my lonely way ; 
When all earthly friends shall flee. 
Teach me. Lord, to trust in Thee. 

Guide my footsteps when I falteir, 

Whisper comfort to my soul; 
Calm the surging waves of sorrow 

That around me darkly roll ; 
Brighten my CSimmerian darkness 

With thy never-waning light ; 
Be my strength, my help, my succour. 

Sun by day, and noon by night. 
0, my Father, smile on me. 
Bid me place my trust in Thee. 

When the hour of death approaches, 

And life's dream is almost past, 
While all earthly ties are breaking^ 

While the shaidows gather fast ; 
In those deeply solemn moments 

Let me feel Thy presence near, 
Let me see Thee, my Redeemer, 

And Thy words of comfort hear : 
' I a friend will ever be 
Unto those who trust in me^* 



Isabella craig. 




author of the Oiystal Palace Prize Ode 
in honour of the poet Bums, Isabella Craig 
published, in 1850, a duodecimo volume of 
meritorious poetry, entitled Poems by Isa, 
She was bom in iBdinbui^h— her &ther, 
who was a native of Aberdeen, having 
Carried on business as a hosier in that city. Miss 
Craig holds the office of Acting-Secretary to the 
National Association for the Promotion of Social 
Science. She contributes to the periodicals. 

THE MYSTERIES OF QOD. 

Truth is eternal as its source, 

For ^uns had burned and planets rolled, 

Though man had never learnt the course 

Of nature to unfold, 

But deemed those thousand points of light 

Were spangles on the brow of night. 

Tet mighty is the mind of man ; 

For giant power to it is given 

The awful realms of space to span, 

And scale the boundless heights of heaven, 

And trace, in nature*s changeless laws, 

^e image of her glorious cause. 

Explore creation's regions wide. 
For things that are revealed are thine t 
But search not, mortal, in thy pride. 
The counsels of the will JDivine t 
As well make yonder doud thy car. 
And think to reach the farthest star. 
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Match, with the infant of a day, 

A mind in its developed might, i 

The little sonl can hold no ray i 

Of all its intellectaal light — 

Can thine, within its compass small, 

The mind that made and moveth all ? 

AH mysteries are truths, but set 
Above us in the depths of night ; 
We reach them— and lo ! further yet 
Are worlds of undiscovered light ; 
The mysteries of God are far 
Beyond where things created are. 

life is a mystery — ^we are 
Before, belund, beyond, above, 
Lost in the dread immensity 
Of Him in whom our spirits move. 
Life is a mystery— death shall fill 
Our souls with higher mysteries stUL 



TO A DEPABTED SPXBIT. 

Where art thou ? 
Above the stars of light, 
Beyond thought's utmost flight. 

Art thou now ! 

Or art thon near. 
In thine old household ways. 
Where we could see thee, if to mortal gaw 

A spirit might appear. 

Looking, with sad amase. 

On all our folly here ? 
' Say, dost thou roam 
From world to world afar f 
Or is yon radiant star 

Thy blessed home ? 
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staiB ! I 've tbonght ye were 
The many mansions of onr Father's home. 
Spirit, where'er 
Thou art, there we shall come. 

What art thou ? 
Such as the angels bright, 
Something as swift aa light, 

Art then now ? 

Dost thon retain 
Shape of thy mortal mould ? 
So that, if bnt permitted to behold, 
"We wonld thee know again — 
Or, formless, uncontrolled. 
Spirit, dost thon remain ! 

Floatest thou in air. 
Sightless and voiceless all, 
Can change ne'er on thee &11, 

A rapture, a despair ? 
But this we know, that were 
Our souls, as soon they must> from earth set free, 
Spirit, whatever 

Thou art, that we shall be. 



THB AFFUOIEiyS PRAYER. 

Oh I spare the rod, 

Thy wrath remove, 
And visit me in love, 

My Father, Qod. 

Thou art all-wise, 

Erring I Ve been ; 
And, Father, Thou hast seen 

Need to chastise. 



I UORBD MIimtA. 



Thj will b« done ; 
My wiil with TMne make ona, 
Fathsr, I pr^. 

These eartltlj thing! 

Fill not my heart ; 
Thoa alone foimtain Art 

Of ita deep spiinga. 



HABOABM CBAWPOBD. 

jfl£^^M FBMALE poet of mach proniiae, U&rgtret 
|jC' ai|f CiaTford was born in Febmaty 1S33, in 
^g % A ^^ puish of libertoD, Mid-Lothian. The 
S^^^ danghter of an operaldve gafdenet, ahe lira 
^^j^^^^ hitherto proeecnted knowledge nnder diS- 
STes'JiiR onltiea. In 18EB she pobliahed a small 
Tolnme of posnu, nader the title of 'Bustic Laja,' 
vMch bat deeerredly been well received. 



Ih t^toae hoon when thought ia creeping 
O'er B17 beart and throagh m; brain, 

Fedinga, vhiob have long been aleeping, 
WaksD inM life agajn. 
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Bliasful visioiis flit before me ; 

Hope is kindled in my breast ; 
Holy voices, breathing o*er me^ 

Tell me where to find my rest 

Heralds bright, of heaven's own sending, 

From the eternal realms of day ; 
Angel-foims are round me bending, 

And methinks I hear them sa^: 

'Child of earth, cease thy sighing — 

lift thy tearful eye above ! 
See the joy before thee lying 

In yon glorious land of love. 

' Think not thou to bask in pleajsure 

In a changing world like this ; 
Heavenward turn, and search for treasure 

*Mid the golden fields of bliss* 

' Look not on the past with sorrow, 
Though it shadowed be in gloom ; 

Darkest night has still a morrow — 
Winter past^ the flowers will bloom. 

*So with thee ; though now enshrouded 

In the dreaiy night of dread, 
Soon shall peace, hee and unclouded, 

Burst in brightness o*er thy head. 

' Not in anger art thoii stricken ; 

Murmur not against the rod ; 
Eveiy wound is meant to quicken 

And to lead thee to thy Qod.' 

Thus they speak in whispered voices. 

Till my spirit-yearnings cease ; 
Till my humbled heart rejoices 

In those promises of peace. 



MorbJ thooghte are all fotbiddeo ; 

Earth, and all that 's eorthl; dies ; 
GlodoB, Far with Jesnfl hidden, 

Dnw me npward to the bMbs. 



MRS }. B. SIMPSON. 

I^H^ANB CROSS BELL u the daughter of 
|2 '^E JMneB Bell, Bsq., Adrocala, and was bom 
^£^W "* '31°^*- ^^ "' earl; period she con- 
^C^^ trihuted nnmerona poetical oompoaitiona to 
^Sjlj^E the Sdininirgh lAierarg Jr/untal, which 
W^.;'f^. -%i were reewTod irith much favour. Her 
eepaiate pnblieatioiil oonsiat of a volome of tstea and 
eketchea, entitled the Pitig of Daily Hft ; a Tolame 
of Ijiic poeti7, named April Sotm: WimaiCi Bittory; 
and Linda, or Btaiitf and Oettivt, B, poem pobUahed 
in 1869. In 1837, Mjbb Bell van married (o her 
eonan, Mr J. B. Simpeon, and has linra readod 
oMefl; at OlaagoT. 

PHAYXB. 

Qo when the morning ahineth, 

Go when the noon is bright^ 

Qo when the da; decliiieth, 

Qo in the hash of night ; 

Qo with pure mind and feeling, 

Fling earthly thought away, 

And, in th; chamber kneeling, 

Do thou in leoret pra^. 
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Remember all who loTe thee. 

All who are loved by thee ; 
Fray, too, for those that hate thee, 

If any such there be. 
Then for thyself, in meekness, 

A blessing humbly claim ; 
And link with each petition 

Thy great Eedeemer's name. 

Or if ^tis e'er denied thee 

In solitude to pray, 
Should holy thoughts come o'er thee^ 

When friends are round thy way ; 
Even then the dlent breathing 

Of thy spirit raised above, 
May reach His throne of glory, 

Who is mercy, truth, and love ! 

Oh ! not a joy or blessing 

With thi£ can we compare, 
The power that he hath given us 

To pour our souls in prayer I 
Whene'er thou pin'st in sadness^ 

Before his footstool fall, 
And remember, in thy gladnests 

His grace who gave thee aU. 



LIFE AND DEATH. 

It is a solemn thing to live ! 

To feel we bear withiu 
A perpetuity of years 

Soon as those years begin ; 
To know eternal power hath placed 

In this, our mortal shrine, 
An essence kindred with His own, 

Mysterious and divine ; 
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A mind, a soul, a priceless part^ 
With boundless wishes rife ; 

Ah ! well, bewildered, may we start 
And ponder, what is life ! * 

It is a solemn thing to live ! 

To feel how sin hath flung 
Such deadly blight o'er souls that once 

Pure from their Maker sprung. 
So dark our guilt that nought could wash 

Away the crimson dye. 
But uncreated Love must bear 

A death of agony I 
Most wonderful, most fearful truth ! 

Whose faith alone imparts 
The hope of pardon and of peace 

To self -condemning hearts.. 

It is a solemn thing to Ihe f 

To -see how, day by day, 
All that is beautiful and dear 

Is passing swift away : 
The accents kind, the looks of love, 

The friends that shared youth's hours^ 
Are, one by one, fast gathering hence, 

Cut down like autumn flowers ! 
What is there breathes and fadeth not \ 

Our time is waning too — 
To all that gladdens here, or grieves, 

Soon must we bid adien. 

It is a solemn thing to live ! 

More solemn still to die — 
To pass the narrow gate of time„ 

And liye eternally t 



■^ 
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To know, when Qod the nations calls 

Before his throne to stand, 
Oar spirits, too, mast there appear 

Amid that ooontless band. 
Thrice blessed they who watch and pray 

In faith that hoar to see ; 
Lord ! since for ever we most live, 

Oh ! let us live with Thee I 



THE BEST MONASOHy. 
' Let OS loTe one another, for love Is of God/ 

Whenever an angry wor^ is said, or unkind look is 

given, 
I think of my beloved dead, and of their rest in 

heaven y 
No cloud is Qver on their brow, or passion taints their 

lips, 
The peace that wraps their spirits now, can suffer no 

edipse. 

On earth they ever walked in love, amid a finer air. 
Robed in untiring gentleness, as in a mantle rare ; 
And if some shallow worldling spul e'er offered sUght 

or wrong, 
They did but shake their glittering folds, and passed 

in light along* 

How often has a silent look, when accents harsh were 

spoken, 
Stayed, at its source, the flood that soon its bounds 

had madly broken ; 
How oft the tender smile that told the offence was all 

forgiven. 
Hath pled with tongue most eloquent the cause of 

truth and heaven ! 
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We boast the might of anceetxy, of knowledge, wit^ 

and gold, 
Bat there 's a nobler soyereignty, of kingly lineage old ; 
And paBsioos* legions, 'neath that sway, £eJ1 back 

abashed and dumb, 
The power supreme of evezy age, past, present, and to 

come. 

law of Love ! the world within thou fill'st with holy 

light. 
Even as the mom the world without makes beautiful 

and blight ! 
Of visible things, the sun is still Qod's grandest work 

confest^ 
And of His secret gifts to man, thou art the purest — 

best! 

Te, then, who e'er by hearth or board, with wrathful 

tones would mar 
The dear doHkestic peaoe^ should guard our households 

like a star — 
Weigh weU the motto of my veise — a pearl with 

meaning fraught — 
And let it sii^, like holy dew, into your inmost 

thought ; 
If wise as serpents ye would prove, yet harmless as the 

dove, 
C^ive place to aQ sweet charities, and rule— rule by 

love \ 



JAMES G. SMALL. 

^^^f^AUBS Q. BMALL u a native of Edlnbatsfa, 
^£^ ^ ID vbioh citj his father, George Small, held 
2^£b '""^ "^ ^' ma^itracj, and eatablialied 
^'^'iT~ ilid Honu of B«fageand theLockHoBpitaL 
r^^jT f [ iring attended the tJniveraity of Edin- 
iSKt * I urgh, he there attMoed diatdnction «a a 
■nceemfnl competitor for vanoua piue poeouL In I84S, 
he pablished a TOlama of poenui eDtitled 7^ High- 
land*, be., aod thu irork haa linee paned tLrongh 
■ereral editioni. Two amall poeUcal works from hii 
pen haTo likewias been well received. In 18*7, Mr 
Small wae otd^ned pastor of the Free Church at 

BerviC^ ITinflftw^iw— him , 

THE WXLCOHB TO QL0B7. 
A HixTiiiLT Tcnce is falling 

Upon mj nlent hearty 
I hear it safttf calling 

Mr Biuiit to depark 

TCth tottering footatepa vending 

Along a ragged path, 
I feel I am descending 

Into the vale of death. 

Tet ita dark predncta treading — 

Feeling its gloom ao near— 
I ent«r it andreading ; 

For, wherefore ahoald I fear I 
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That Shepherd is beside me^ 
To guard me and to cheer, 

Who wont through life to guide me. 
Has brought me safely here. 

Then let me still, as slowly 
I tread this region dim, 

Breathe through my heart a holy, 
A deep and silent hymn. 

Soon, soon shall it be given 
This feeble voice of mine, 

With all the choir of heaven, 
To raise a song divine. 

In one full chorus pouring 
The everlasting strain ! 

With grateful joy adoring 
The Lamb that onoe was slain. 

And even while yet I *m numbered 
With those who dwell below, 

With mortal flesh encumbered, 
Amid a W(Mrld of woe, 

Kay not this heart be sweetly 

Attuned by God's own hand. 
To join, and not unmeetly, 

With that rejoicing band- 
its deep tones humbly blending 

With that celestial song, 
Whose strains of joy, unending, 

In heaven it shall prolong. 



SHALL. 
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HYMN FOB THE OFENINO YEAB. 

'Midst wintry gloom, and winds that wai], 

As through the woods they sweeps 
The new-bom year, all sad and pale, 

Awakes to sigh and weep. 
Even so the life of faith begins — 

Grief clouds the soul at first, 
When all its once unheeded sins 

On startled Conscience burst. 

But as the balmy airs of spring 

The brooding clouds dispel. 
Or from their breasts sweet nurture bring 

The clustering buds to swell ; 
So gales of heavenly comfort sweep 

Contrition*s gloom away ; 
And they who sow in tears, shall reap 

In joys that last for aye. 

Lord, if the year that now has fled 

With all its golden hours, 
Has left my soul so dark and dead 

As winter's leafless bowers ; 
Oh, make me now myself to know, 

tlnsoale my blinded eye, 
And bid those blessed tears to flow, 

Which thine own hand will dry ! 

Let all old things be passed away 

With that old fruitless year, 
And make a new and glorious day 

My new-bom soul to cheer. 
Let all things now be new to me, 

And teach me that new song, 
Which now thy children sing to Theei, 

And shall in heaven prolong. 
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VOICES PfiOM HEAVEN. 

What stxains of compassion are heard from atxjve, 
Calling sinners to flee to the bosom of Loye ! 
*Tis the yoice of the Sayiour, who speaks from on high, 
'Turn, turn, ye poor wanderers, why wiU ye die ? 
Turn, turn ere ye perish, for judgment is nigh.* 

What a sweet inyitation is heard from aboye, 

Calling children to fly to the bosom of Loye ! 

'Tis the yoice of the Shepherd; how kind is its tone I 

* Come, ye young ones, to me, ere life's spring-time be 

flown ; 
I will take you, and bless you, and make you mine 
own.* 

What accents of comfort are heard from aboyc, 
Calling mourners to rest on the bosom of Loye ! 
*Tis the yoice of our tender and faithful High-priest, 

* Come to me, ye who labour, with sorrows oppressed. 
Come, and learning of me, your tired soul shall find 

rest.* 

What songs of rejoicing are rising above, 
From the blest who repose in the bosom of Loye I 
*Tis the yoice of the ransomed ; how joyful the strain ! 
' Glory, blessing, and power, to the Lamb that was 

slain, 
For he suffered for us, and with Him we shall reign.* 



<EEJOICE EVEBMOBE.' 

Child of God and heir of glory. 
Wherefore should thy heart despond t 

Set the joys of heayen before thee. 
Fierce the yeil, and look beyond. 



Brood not o'er thii scene of Borrow, 
Think of all the hopes revealed ; 

From the fltture Uaru to boirow 
What tiie pratiU lannot jield. 

Let th; he*rt be ever obeerfnl, 
So Ibf saul ehsll still be strong ; 

To the timid and the Eearfal, 
Ne'er does victor; belong. 

What tboDgh clouds above thee hover I 
Thej sh^ soon be chased awa; ; 

And, dispeinng, vill discover 
All the gloi7 of the day. 

What though now the path then treadeet 
Be with grieving thonis beset I 

All lie ills vhich hat then dteadeet 
Tonder thoa aholt soon forget. 



JOHN LONGMUIR, IL.D. 

SA;;;^^OnN LOHQUnm «as bom, earl; in the 
^E^ ' i^; L'cntnrj, In the vidnitj of Cowia, Kiscar- 
^<i|^ Jineshira. He stndied at Marischal Col- 
^"^V ' ''^**' ■^^i*i*<"'> "bore he graduated. Tn 
^^^. j!t 1 >iift, he was ordained pastor of Mariaei's 
aTi-t.^^i Cliuroh, Aberdeen — a sphere of miniateiial 
naefnlnese which, notwithstanding man; invitatians 
to other portioDS of the vineyard, he contdnues to 
occup;. He is the anUior of two volomes of lacted 
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poetry, respeetiyely entitled BiMe Lays and Ocean 
Lays — the former of which contains a prefatory 
recommendation by the poet James Montgomery. 
Dr Longmiur has, for some years, been employed as a 
lecturer on natural science in connection with King's 
College, Aberdeen. 

THE BETH£L FLAG. 

Thb Bethel flag we raise 

To draw the sailor's eye. 
To lead him to the house of praise, 

And thence to bliss on high. 

Bethel, the house of God, 

Here may he deign to rest ; 
And by His Spirit, shed abroad 

His love in eveiy breast 

Star of the morning shine, 

Bright harbinger of day; 
Around us pour thy light divine, 

And shew the narrow way. 

Dove, with thine olive-leaf, 
Brood o'er this house in peace ; 

0ive hope and joy for fear and grief. 
And bid our love increase. 

Free as from ocean's breast 

The breeze our flag unfurls; 
The Gospel offers sailors rest 

From sin's engulphing whirls. 

Ere they the shore forsake, 

In prayer may they unite, 
Thence their correct departure take, 

And keep our star in sight. 
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Far on the lonely deep, 

May they in Thee confide ; 
Oh, may Thine eye, unknown to sleep, 

Through every danger guide I 

Returning, may they view 

This signal of Thy grace, 
And find, with joy, their bearings true. 

And join in tiianks and praise ! 



THE LIGHT OF LIFE. 

wondrous mom ! when o'er the earth 
God said, * Let there be light I * 

Exalted mom, whose radiant birth 
Was hailed by angels bright. 

joyous light ! meet emblem here 
Of Him who called thee forth ; 

Diffasing rapture o'er this sphere. 
From snowy south to north. 

beauteous light ! *tis thine to fling 

All hues on low and high ; 
On crimson flower, and emerald wing, 

Qreen sea, and assure sky. 

hopeftU light 1 to darkest sky 

Thy glorious arch is given ; 
Pesponding soul, with joy descry 

A way from earth to heaven ! 

Thee, holy light, nor steamy plains. 
Nor sparkling dew can taint i 

So pure our Gk)d, who yet sustains 
The sinner and the saint ! 



liiing light 1 mace wondroiu fia, 
Thftt gav« man's spirit birth, 

Hon eicelleiit than gnn or star ; 
Qod'a image left on eartli, 

Bnt Satan, throngh the serpent's lip^ 
Beguiled from Wisdom's patb, 

Spread o'er the world this dtead eclipse. 
This threaleiiing cloud at wrath. 

, Ob make us, Sun of EighleonBneBS, 
Victorious in the strife ; 
Then shall out grslefnl tongnn oonfen 
Jebcb, the Light of life ! 



PBANCES BKOWN. 



^ A X orlar, Donegal, Ireland. Prom childhood 
^ V she has laboured under the loss of i^t, 
^_^_^ but bu overeoroe some of the disadTantages 
Tt^ of this Berere depriyatJon by a singular 
ardonr in the pniBoit of knowledge. In 1814 she 
published a doodecimo Tolome of poem«, entitled The 
Star nf AUtghti, Tix Vitim of Sc/iieartt, and 
oAer Poant. Wat Brown is a contributor, both in 
prose and Tsrae, to the leading periodicals. She enjojl 
a small pension on the dril-list. 
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ATX TTTTNOa NEW. 

Nbw Heayens I — for the stars grow pale 

With the midnight scenes of time! 
And the sun is weaiy of the wail 

That meets him in every clime ; 
And the sky grows dim with the mist of tears — 
Bring back the blue of its first bright years ! 

New Earth ! — ^f or the land and waves 

With a weight of evil groan ; 
And its dwellings stand on a soil of graves, 

Which fearful things hath known : — 
From the touch of fire, from the battle-stain, 
Give us its Eden green again ! 

New Law ! — for *tis the aim of wrong, 

And great hath been the cry, 
When oppressoiB* hands in their might grew strong, 

And their deeds have pierced the sky — 
But the powers are shaken — oh ! requite 
"V^th the free, unchanging law of right ! 

New Faith I — for a voice of blood 

Hath been heard from every shrine, 
And the world hath worshipped many a god 

With rites it deemed divine : 
But the creeds grow old, and the fanes decay — 
Show us, at last, some better way ! 

New Hope ! — for it rose among 

The thorns of a barren spot^ 
Where the bloom is brief and the labour long, 

And the harvest cometh not — 
And hearts grow weaiy that watch and wait — 
Give them a rainbow that fears not fate t 
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New Love !— for it hath been cast 

On the troubled waters long, 
And hoped in visions yain, that passed 

Away like a night-bird's song : 
It may not be severed from the lost, 
But give ns the young world's love uncrossed ! 

New life ! — give the summers back 

Whose glory passed in vain — 
Bedeem our days from the shadow black, 

Of clouds without the rain ; 
And the wastes which bitter waters were — 
And our canker-eaten years restore ! 

New Light ! — for the lamps decay 

Which shone on the old-world's youth. 
And the wise man watches for a ray 

Of the undiscovered truth — 
Long hath he looked through the midnight dim- 
Let the glorious day-spring visit him ! 

Must the earth's last hope like a shadow flee ? 

Was the dream of ages vain ? 
Oh I when will the bright restoring be, 

And the gloiy come again 
Of the promised spring, with its blessed dew — 
And His word, that maketh all things new ! 



R. C. TBENCH. 

^j^^^^KBB SDthor of TaiionB pliilaBophical *nil 
4wl^^ (beological works of high repute, Ricbard 
«0^^ Cherenii Trench waH bora in 1807. Kdu- 
S^.;l ?T lated Sit Harrow and Cambridge, he vaa 
^-^Jj^\. ordained to the ndiuHtty in 1832. In 
^ffW!7*-[- 1846, be "M appointed vicat of Itcheroe- 
toko; and in ISSS, was promoted to the Deanery of 
WeBtminsler. Deui Trench has publialied Mrentl 
poetical works, these being respectirel; entitled 
Jiatin Martyr; Potmt froia Eiutem Soaaxes ; Elegiac 
Poemti and Alma. 

SDITERINO. 
bin 1 death I O world ! O time ! 

grave 1 where all things flow, 
'ins Tonis to make oar lot sublime, 

■With yonr great weight of woe. 
Thongh aharpest angaigh heart* ma; wring, 

Thongh boBomB torn may be. 
Yet sufferiog is a half thii^ 
Witiioat it, what were we ) 

MORAVIAN HYMN. 
Whbbe is this infant ) it is gone — 

To whom T to Christ its Sarioar true. 
lAThat does He for it t He goes on 

As He has ever done, to do. 
He blesses. He embraces, without end, 
And lo aJl children ptoTce the teadereiit friend. 
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He lores to hare the little ones 

Upon His lap, quite dose and near; 
And tilms thdr glass so swiftly nins^ 

And they so little while are here ; 
He gave— He takes them when He thinks it best 
For them to come to Him and take their rest. 

However, 'tis a great delight 

Awhile to see such little princes, 
All dressed in linen fine and white, 

A beauty which escapes the senses ; 
The pnre Lamb dwells in them — His majesty 
Makes their sweet eyes to sparkle glorionsly. 

Be therefore thanked, thou dearest Lamb, 

That we this precious child haYe seen. 
And that thy blood and Jesns* name 

To it a glittering robe have been; 
We thank Thee, too, that Thou hast brou^t it home. 
That it so soon all dangers hath o*eroome. 

Dear child, so live thou happily 
In Christ, who was thy £dth*s becpmner ; 

Bejoice in Him eternally. 
With each redeemed and happy sinner ; 

We bury thee in hope — the Lamb once slain 

Will raise, and we shall see tiiee yet again. 



DEATH. 



Whxbe thou hast touched, wondrous death I 

Where thou hast come between, 
Lo ! there for oyer perisheth 

The common and the mean. 



Sc littie flaw, or tiiiial speak, 

DoUi an; more appear j 
And cannot, from ^b time, to fleck 

Lore'a pwfeot image clear. 

Clear atanda lore's perfect image noir. 

And shall do evennore ; 
And we, in awe and wonder, bow 

The glorified before. 



ELIZA COOK. 



y^|^|)|LIZA COOK, tbe daughter of a trsdes- 
|i£ 'aJf man in the borongli of Sonthwark, near 
^S(F^ London, was bom in the year 1817. 
^& ^' ^ naving gained coneidetable repntatjon, ao 
^S^iBi^^ uirly as her twentieth year, as a contri- 
?^^ i9S liiitor to some of the London periodicals of 
(he higher elass, she was induced, in ISIO, to poblish 
ft TOlnme of Terse, nnder the title of Sfelaia, and 
other Foemt, which, fonr years later, was republished 
in New Tork. In September 1S49 appeared the 
first nninber of Elaa Cooi'i Jourjial, which etnod 
deserredl; high among cheap periodicals, and did 
mach for the mental improTement of the people both 
of this coontij and America. She ia also the author 
of man; beantiful aacied piecea. 
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'WHERE THE WEABT ABE AT BEST.' 
G-RiEF is bitter o'er the duflt. 

When we hear the churchyard knell ; 
But echoes of an upward trust 

Float ai-ound the tolling bell. 
Selfish, even in our love, 

Sorrow may become too deep, 
And Faith and Patience oitsn proye 

The stroke is kind that bids ns weep. 
Think, while mourning broken-hearted 

O'er the friends that cheered and blessed, 
We shall follow the departed, 

'Where the weary are at rest !' 

It is well that we should sigh 

When the dark death-shadows fall; 
But there 's an eternal sky 

Behind the tear-cloud of the paU. 
Though the hour of parting brings 

Anguifih that we groan to hear, 
Hope, sweet bird of promise, sings 

In the yew tree of despair. 
Let us hearken while her story 

Whispers to the aching breast, 
< Those ye mourn are crowned with glory, 

Where the weary are at rest.' 



FAITH'S GmDINO-STAJL 

Wb find a glory in the flowers 

When snow-drops peep and hawthorn blooms ; 
We see fresh light in spring-time hours, 

And bless the radiance that illumes. 
The song of promise cheers with hope, 

That sin or sorrow cannot mar ; 
GK)d's beauty fills the daisied slope, 

And keeps undimmed Faith's guiding-star. 
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We find a glory in the smile 

That lives in childhood^s happy face, 
Ere fearful doubt or worldly guile 

Has swept away the angel trace. 
The ray of promise shineth there, 

To tell of better lands afar ; 
Gtor> sends His image, pure and fair, 

To keep undimmed Faith's guiding-star. 

We find a glory in the zeal 

Of doting breast and toiling brain ; 
Affection's martyrs still will kneel, 

And song, though famished, pour its strain 
They lure us by a quenchless Ught, 

And point where joy is holier far ; 
They shed God*s spirit, warm and bright. 

And keep undimmed Faith's guiding-star. 

We muse beside the rolling waves, 

We ponder on the grassy hill ; 
We linger by the new-piled graves, 

And find that star is shining stilL 
Gk>D in his great detdgn hath spread 

Unnumbered rays to lead afar, 
Th^ beam the brightest o'er the dead, 

ijid keep undimmed Faith's guiding-star. 



LET ITS QIVE THANKS. 

Let us give thanks with grateful soul 

To Him who sendeth all ; 
To Him who bids the planets roll, 

And sees a * sparrow fall.' 
Though grief and tears may dim our joys^ 

And care and strife arrest, 
'Tis man, too often, that alloys 

The lot his Maker blessed ; 
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While Bonshine lights the boundless sky, 
And dew-drops feed the sod ; 

While stars and rainbows liye on high — 
Let ns give thanks to GK)d. 

We till the earth in Labour's health, 

We plant the acorn cap ; 
The fields are crowned in golden wealth, 

The green tree springeth up ; 
The sweet, eternal waters gush 

From mountain and from vale ; 
The vineyards blush with purple flush, 

The yellow hop-leaves trail; 
And while the harvest flings its gold. 

And cowslips deck the sod — 
While limpid streams are clear and cold, 

Let us give thanks to God. 

The flower yields its odour breath, 

As gentle winds go past ; 
The grasshopper, that lurks beneath, 

Chirps merrily and fast ; 
The ringdove coos upon the spray. 

The lark's full anthems pour ; 
The bees start with a jocund lay. 

The waves sing on the shore : 
Hosannabs fill the wood and wild 

Where human step ne'er trod ; 
And nature, like an unweaned child. 

Smiles on its parent GK)D. 

Say, Brothers, shall the bird and bloom 
Thus teach, and teach in vain ? 

Shall all the love-rays that illume 
Be lost in clouds of pain ? 
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Shall hearts be dead, and vlEdon blind. 

To all that Mercy deals ? 
Shall Sonl and Reason fail to find 

The shrine where instinct kneels f 
Ah, no 1 while glory lights the sky, 

And beauty paints the sod — 
While stars and rainbows Hve on bigh^ 

Let us give thanks to God. 



A SABBATH-EVENINO SONa. 

God on eartb ! and GK)d in heaven ! 
God ! who gave one day in seven 
Unto man that he might rest 
With thy mercy in his breast. 
QoD of GKxHlness ! I am kneeling 
In my spirit's deep revealing ; 
Fervently to give Thee praise 
For the peace- of Sabbath-days. 
Glad and tranquil Then hast made 
This soft hour of twilight shade^ 
And I ask Thee, in Thy might, 
To be * watchman of my night' 

Let me thank Thee, let me own, 
At the footstool of Thy throne. 
All my grateful joy and love, 
Drawn from hopes that point above ;: 
Let me lay my heart before Thee, 
And with holy trust implore Thee. 
To forgive its human blot 
Gatheml in its human lot. 
Idsten, Father ! to my singing^ 
Like a child to Thee I'm clinging ; 
If I wander, guide me right, 
Be Thou ' watchman of my night! ' 

a. 



L 
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Let me ask Thee, eie I sleep, 

To remember those who weep, 

Those who moan with some wild sorrow, 

That shall dread to meet the morrow- ; 

Let me ask Thee to abide 

At the fainting sick one's side. 

Where the plaints of anguish rise 

In smothered groans and weary sighs ; 

Give them strength to brook and bear 

Trial pain, and trial care ; 

Let them see Thy saving light, 

Be Thou * watchman of their night ! * 

God of mercy ! God of grace I 
Keep me worthy of my place ; 
Let my harpstrings ne'er be heard 
When they jar with Thy plain Word ; 
Should the world's fair pitfall take me, 
Father ! do not Thou forsake me ; 
Let repentance cleanse the stain, 
And call me back to truth again ; 
Father, Infinite and Just ! 
Shine upon my path of dust. 
Lead me in the noontide light. 
And be Thou * watchman of my night !* 



WILLIAM STIRLING. 

5fe^ i HE only BOB of tha late AccHbald Stirling 
^ ^ of Keir, the subject o( thiF notice waa 
^J]-V bomontbe 8th of March 1818, at Keo- 
^ 3 mil's) n*»r Qlasgoir. His Btndiea were 
jy,^!?^ pi oaeooted at Trinity College, Cambridge. 
= "* ■* Prom his youth devoted to literatj pnr- 
Boits, he printed pnTat^ly, in 1 846, a volume entilled 
Songi of tht Boly Land, which was snbeeqiiently 
published in an enlai^ed form. Mr Stirling is veil 
known aa the author of Annali of the Artiiti of 
Spam, and The Clmtttr Lift of At Emperor 
Charla 7. Since 1852, he has represented the' county 
of Perth in Parliament 

THB IX)E34KES VINK, 

F«jm liii. 

ThoOI who art -the Shepherd of f^tMul Jacob's 

veiling b 

ho leddei 

night. 
Of Israel's shame and sorrow, in the fulnem of Thy 

might ! 
From Egypt Thou didst bring, of old, a goodly vine 

and fair, 
And quick'ning soil her roots around didat lovingly 

The heSithen nationB casting forth, with nnielentiag 

1 fiU 
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0*er breezy hiU and blooimng dale, a giant shade she 

threw, 
Her boughs, with gladdening clusters hung, like 

mighty cedars grew; 
She spread where bounteous Jordan rolls his tide 

along the plain. 
And westward stretched her arms abroad unto the 

sounding main. 

why hast Thou forsaken now Thine own beloyed 

vine t 
Why hath Thy dew foigot to fall. Thy gracious sim to 

shine ? 
Why are her hedges broken, and her purple branches 

fair 
By forest boar's remorseless tusk, all wasted now and 

bare ? 

Lord I to Thy yineyard turn again, and leave it not 

forlorn, 
Thy people's shame, the stranger's prey, the mocking 

heathen's scorn; 
The Tine Thou madest strong of old, Thou hast 

afflfcted sore, 
cause Thy face to shine again, rebuke our sin no 

more. 

THE KEEPER OF thuapt. 

PfotmcxzL 

To the everlasting mountains I lift my weary eyes, 
whence for me, in trouble, shall hope and help 

arise! 
From mountain nor from valley shall help to thee be 

given, 
Thy hope is in Jehovah, who made the earth and 

heaven. 
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Tliy foot shall never stumble, for He thy way shall 

keep, 
His loying eye beholds thee, it hath no need of sleep; 
Thy keeper ne'er shall slumber, so be not thou afraid, 
His presence is around t^ee, for solace and for shade. 

The fierce sun shall not smite thee at burning noon 

of day. 
The moon shall not affright thee with pale deceiving 

ray; 
In thy coming and thy going shall evil harm thee 

never, 
Jehovah is thy keeper, for ever and for ever. 



THE EESTOBING OP ZION. 
Isaiah xliz., lii., liv., Iz. ; Zechariah vUL, ix., x. 

Ho ! Zion, awake, and come forth like a bride, 

Ho ! Salem, put on thine apparel of pride ; 

Shake the bonds from thy neck, and the dust from 

thine hair, 
For the dayspring hath dawned on thy night of despair. 

The bloom of thy cheek, and the grace of thy form. 
No more shall be faded and marred by the storm ; 
No more shall thy soul, that was desolate, know 
The barren one's shame, and the widowed one's woe. 

When Jehovah was wroth with the spouse of his love. 
There was darkness around thee, and terror above ; 
Tet His ire and His frown but a moment endure. 
Whose mercy is swift, whose remembrance is sure. 

Thy wounds He shall heal, and thy breaches repair, 
And fill thee with all that is holy and fair. 
And the mansions and bowers of thy beauty unfold, 
With ramparts of sapphire, and portals of gold. 
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When the bolts of His wrath on thy spoilen descend. 
Not the sceptre of Pharaoh shall Ejijpt defend ^ 
The long line of Assor in dust shall expire, 
With the yalonr of Gath, and the wisdom of Tyre. 

But the branch of thy people shall flonrish anew. 
Still cheered by His san, and refreshed by His dew ; 
In the vale shaJl thine olives their fatness distil, 
And the blush of thy vintage empurple the MIL 

The forest shall bloom, and the wilderness sing. 
Where sprang the rough brier, sweet myrtle shall spring, 
Deep hfljrests shall mantle thy waterless wolds, 
And the flocks of Nebaioth replenish thy folds. 

The gloiy of Lebanon's grove shall be thine, 

The cedar's broad crest, and the strength of the pine^ 

That thy temple again may resplendent arise, 

And the smoke of thine altars stream up to the skies. 

For thee the fleet camels of Dedan shall haste^ 
With incense and myrrh, o'er the sand of the waste ; 
The white sails of Tarshish shall waft unto thee 
The gold of the isles, and the gems of the sea. 

From the lands of the stranger, from bondage and wrong, 
Thy children, redeemed, to, thy bosom shall throng ; 
O'er the hills of the north, o'er the waves of the west, 
With songs shall they come to their haven of rest. 

Then the days of thy mourning for ever shall cease. 
And thy brows shall be bound with the garland of peace ; 
For the angel of truth at thy gate shsll keep ward, 
And thy holiness shine in the light of the Lord. 
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